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Whbx I glance over the names I have included in 
the above ominous title, I feel aa if jon, O ray phantom 
people 1 children of my memory 1 cherished Bubjot-tB of 
many a sublime lesson, wliich your histories have read 
me, deserve some apology for the strange classiiicjition 
whicli I have made of you, beiioalh the cognomen of 
"The Wiltlfire Club." Sweet faces, angelic in their 
purity and patience, peep out froni my very inkstand, 
and form themselves into patterns all over my-paper, in 
silent yet piteous protest against the demoniac name. 

My noble Improvvisatore, and fair GabricUn, fiiilhfid 
Hannah of the G-range, and reverend old Tom Martin, 
gentle Scottiali Mary, and Margaret Infelix, can the 
flitting night-fires of ooiruption and unreality be gleam- 
ing on tliose brows now raJiant willi light from the 
land of never-setting suns ? Let your own life hifltories 
answer the question — and so let every question be 
settled between humanity and its accusers. Say what 
it will, the world may call names, and give titli-s, but 
can never create character, or change life hislories. 
Ljfe is too strong for the worUrs tongue, and the still 
small voice of trulh will make itself heard when the 
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fires of passion are burnt out, and the wliii'lwinii of 
slander has spent its furj'. And yet whenever Ibe fitful 
light of a half-revcaied scieiiee fla-stits up from the boga 
of ignonince, straightway the world cries, "Beware! it 
ia a wUlV-the-wisp." When some lighluing eoul cuts 
ha way from the olouds of coiiservatisui into the free ;ur 
of investigation, the world regards the fire-streaked foot- 
prints of the pioneer aghast, and tlosmg doors and 
windows against the Divine Messenger, niurmurs from 
behind the shutters of pride and prejudice, " Beware 
the Wildfire!" Whenever the giant arm of reform 
BlretchcB np its mighty projiortions to reaeh the fruit 
which pygmies fail even to liiseem, the mnnnorH swoll 
to a cnree ; tho anathema of " presumption " is hisKod 
ngiiinat the ni;m of the future, and ontrioh-Uke they 
hide tht'ir beads in the sandu of old opinions, lest they 
should be found bearing witness to the daring feat of 
plucking Heaven's own fruit, the tree of knowledge. 
'Tia chiefiy, however, when the seal of the last dread 
enemy. Death, is brolten, that the human pack gives 
tmiffue. Tiie shape that brings the reTelation may lie 
fair o» thine, sweet Gabriclln, — or homely, simple, and 
factarian as poor old patehed Tom Martin's, ^ — it matters 
not I Every gleam of light that flashes from the east- 
ern sky of dawning science must be measured by the 
quenched lamps of long ago, and, if thoy be found too 
bright for owlish eyes to beai', must he chased back again 
to Cimmerian gloom with the cry of " Wildfires ! Wild- 
fires 1" And so, my band of beautiflil and true! my 
precious faces gleaming through the rents, which the 
beams of truth have torn in the veil of mystery ! be 
content to know that wliilst the world will call thee 
" AVild tires," they cannot make thee so. If thou art 
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true tbysclf, thon'lt live to prove It, and evou in tlie 
shadow of tbe world's hard tJioughts, with gloom y sLroud 
of superstitious fear npon thoe ; tliou art enslirinod tuo 
in my litarrs dear love ; rejinrdcd there ns -ingi;! ti^achej-*, 
iimiistera of flame, with Pentecostal tongues shaking 
the house of death, and marking with living light the 
charac'tei's of Life Immortal on that world nia<le up of 
grains as amail as tlie atoms of these our revelations. 

Then bear thy brand a while, my Burning laui|i ! 
The day shall come when all shall know thee as tliou 
art; und though the glimmerijii; lights of this poor 
*• Wildfire Club " jihine with no greater force th;ui liretly 
sparkles, they have their part in making up the rays of 
that eternal 9tm — the nTFraiTT of truth — that lives 
forever. And so will these tiny sparks; ay, when tlie 
pages which now record Ihera are tnme'! to dust, and 
when every letter, binding, cover, all, are lost in the 
mauaole'ims of the viewless winds, the ages then will 
do my "Wildfires" justice, know and call them by their 
proper names,— a club of "teaching apirits," —hiring 
no more, but lighting on man's way to that untrodden 
bourn in which they're sliining — the warning and iho 
beacon. But patience, WUdfires! "Thin will be when 
thought is fi-Rc," when truth ceases to be ground down 
to the standard of ignoimice, when nulj' binding and 
sfief2}-iii;in covei-s cease to be the only mcasuix's of 
knowledge, and the only garments in whieh science 
deigns to array herself; when jirinter'a itdt is washed by 
the perpetual Bow of the waters of inspiration, then, 
and not liO then, will this little club of life pictures he 
truly known, and the epithet of "the Wildlires" perish 
with the things that are not. 
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Rbjidrbs, — few or many, — these are real lipk pic- 
tures — deem them ^^■hat yoa may — "torn leaves" 
fromjtist Buch life histories as your own. Some, indeed, 
are shadows from beyond the veil ; some, echoes from 
the unknown shore — but echoes only — repeating words 
which every heart has syllabled, and will again: and 
what they are yoursdma will all be soon. 

Ckitics — i3eD of pen, and ink, and power, a power 
more vast than ever eword conid wield — praise, blame, 
or sneer, just as your will dictates, provided always you 
write or speak, cut or buitd up, as honest thought, not 
custom, popular belief^ or slavish service, bids ye. 

Each man's true thought I honor, his praise I covet; 
for I would not insult the world by offering it a book I 
deemed too bad for praise. His blame Tm prepared to 
meet and merit ; for am I perfect ? and should I fear the 
rod that lessons me to wisdom ? 

His sneer alone falls harmless, for honest effort was 
never yet crushed down by unreasoning shrugs, nor 
candid truth by sneering, minns logic. And so, most 
mighty press, whilst I should thank you warmly for 
your very best, I shall not cringe beneath your very 
worst. 

The " Wildfires " bum or light just as you use them ; 
and one of that Club now signs herself 
Your servant, 

Emsia Hardingb. 

8 FottRTH AVKNUE, New York, J 
JaniuTT 31, ISei. t 
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A TISION OF ROYALTY IN THE SPIIERES. 



AMERICA is rich in its spirit mediums, lectmere, writ- 
ers, commentators, public and private circles for spirit 
inreBtigation ^ — ^ every facility, in short, exiats for ingrafting 
■what 13 termed the "spiritual element" upon the materi- 
ality of the phyaical life. In lieu of those aids, however, 
to a knowledge of the interior worida around us, Europe 
is full of her haunted houaea, her fairy grovea, and magio 
lakes ; her foresta and valea, tenanted by the fantasies of 
the demon ivorid. There la hardly an old castle, or time- 
honored pile of brick and mortar, which b not replete with 
its legends of aupernaturalisni. Every ancient house has iia 
array of yisionary inhabitants, and every distinguished 
family its attendant sprite. 

Following up the law of cause and effect* in this world 
of traditionary lore, we might find some curiosities in 
spiritual philosophy of which our European neighbors httle 
dream, underlying this vast stratum of superstitious absur- 
dity ; but there are, occasionally, isolated cases which bear 
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the test of Bcnitiny, and prcMeiit, upon invest! gntion. Hufii- 
ciciil corroboriilive evidtnco of Bjiirit commuuioii, to justi- 
fy our belief in tUe tangibility of certain nppenrances, ia 
contrndistinction to mere fables of like character. Such is 
tfic one whicli I am about to present. The cite urn stances 
nre wvU known in the circles where they transpired, hut 
they have never obtained sufficient credit to justify their 
narration to the world, except as roere hcaraay ; in fact, 
they are too intimately connected witli persons now living 
to render their publication, in a direct form, agreeable. 



In the suhurhs of the great modem Babylon, London, 
there is a large and splendid old inan.sion, whose every 
itone teems with historical associations. It has a vast 
gi'aas-grown court in front ; a grove of apieudid old forest 
trees adorning its park in the rear ; there are noble ter- 
races, with ancient urnG, old-fHshioiied sun-dial, maulder- 
ing statues of dead kings and emperura — in short, every 
attribute of the mcdiasval splendor which distinguished the 
abudos of royalty in the middle centuries. There are 
moraoriea in everj' stone of this now mouldering pile. The 
diamond panes are eaob consecrated to some fugitive 
monarch, who was there concealed, or escaped through its 
nnrrow casement ; or recall some fable of midnight spectral 
form, belted knight, or beruffed daroe, who, with ghostly 
tread and flickering lamp, glances athwart the deserted 
windows lit the lone, small hours of night in that abode 
of dim, by.gone memories. 

At the time when I ■visited this place, it was in posses- 
sion of the widow of a Presbyterian clergyman — a Indy 
of austere manners and reserved life ; and it ia a passage 
in her history wiiicb I am about to rckte. Her predeces- 
sor in this house was the celebrated Princess A., a scion 
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of a noble English famjlj', who had married into tho royalty 
of another country. This priucesa had been long fumous 
for her bcuuty, no lesa than infamous for her gallantries, 
At a very old ago, thia disgraceful representative of a large 
class among the aristocratic circled of Europe was cel- 
ebrated for the perpetration of intrigues which would have 
Btained any period of life, but wliich attached treble infamy 
on an advanced and notorious old age. With the excep- 
tion of this dark atain, the princesa bore a character for 
large benevolence and kindlineBS of heart ; and though the 
more refined and delicate Bentiments of her own class wore 
in disgusting repulsion to lier Ibfamoua celebrity, she still 
maintained a large circle of toadying dependants, and even 
fasMonabie ootorietios, around her. At the age of ninety 
years, thia miserable, painted specimen of a worn-out but 
atiU vain coi^ueite used to boast of the conquests which 
the sight of her still beautiful aroi would mnke upon 
casual passengers, to whom she was accustomed to display 
its fair proportions, when seated in a balcony studiously 
arranged for the purpose. 

It was about this time that, finding the inevitable hand 
of death tugging at her world-loving heartstrings, she sent 
ilito the nurtli for a young lady who had lately become an 
orphan, and whom, being a near relative of and very much 
beloved by the princess, she determined to adopt as her 
heiress. This young Indy had been educated in strict se- 
clusion. At an early age she had been betrothed to a 
nobleman, to whom she was deeply attached ; and until the 
time when tho princess sent for her to become a member 
of her household, the world and its waya were entirely 
unknown to her. During her residence with the printcas, 
she Icnmod, for the first time, the nature of the disgniueful 
reputation which was attauhed to her protectress. Slie also 
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heard with diaraay, but entire incredulity, that Lord L., 
her intended husband, was among the list of notorious 
roues, whose name was most intimately associated with tlie 
infamous princesB. 

To the pure all things are pure. Geraldine, in her own 
unconBciousness of yiea, deemed its existence in those she 
loved a mere slander, and pertinaciously refused to accord 
lier belief to any of the innumerable tales of infamy which 
every wherK met her, in reference to both her protectress 
and her lover. 

rinally she became compelled to doubt, even thougti she 
would not believe, and it was in a state of mind bordering 
upon anxioua uncertainty, if not entire distrust, that the 
hour for the departure of the princess to her long account 
cami! at length, leaving the young orphan, Gcraldine, the 
heiress to her wealth, and the sole possessor of the above- 
named old house, with its long Uat of traditions and vision- 
ary historiES, 

At the death of the princess. Lord L, urged his suit for 
the hand of the fair heiress with a pertinacity which she 
could scarcely resist. 3he loved her betrothed most fondly, 
but the distrust of his character, which had grown up in 
her mind since her residence in town had made her ac- 
quainted with the more than doubtful reputation which he 
bore, perpetually influenced her to defer her intended 
union. A vague feeling, for which she eould scurcely 
account, Beemod forever suppressing the assent which 
would rise in her heart at his earnest solicitations for their 
immediate union, ere the words could reach her tips. In 
after life she was accustomed to say she always thought 
yes; but a power stronger — it almost seemed indepi'adrnl 
of herself — would compel her to say no ! 

One evening, or rather one night, she had parted with 
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her lover nt & late hour, ai'ttr fiiitlifuUy promising that the 
nest day aiiould decide the iong-dfforrt'd question of their 
wodding day. An unusual weight hung upoa her spirits. 
She soemed anxious to detain her lover, yet, ashamed of iho 
undefined feeling of terror for which her strong sense could 
not account, she refused to_ yield to the suggestions of Ler 
unconijuetable desire to recall hiro to her presence. Hop- 
ing 1a dissipate her unaccountable restlessness by change 
of scene, she caused a bright Gre to be lighted up in what 
was once tlie state apartment of the mansion, and here, 
after all the domestics had retbed to test, elie seated her- 
self, endeavoring to create aa artificial desire for repose by 
fatiguing herself with study. 

Geraldine had been seated among her books and papers 
for some two hours, when the distant tolling of the huge 
hall clock reminded her that the hour then sounding (one) 
was that of the departure of her deceased protectress. 
From that moment, all her efforts to concentrate her mind 
on her studies were in vain. The sole idea that vsouhl 
possess her fancy was. What was the condition of the soul 
of the dead princess ? Did sbe then live ? Was she in a 
conscious state of cdBtciice? oad, if so, what might it be ? 

Tha princess, with the same anomalous condition of 
mind ivhich invariably sends the week-day sinner to church 
with the most punctual regularity, and chants the loudest 
responses from the lips of the grossest immorality, always 
retained in her family a domestic chaplain ; and the gentle- 
man who had officiated in this capacity during her life- 
time still remained in the house, awaiting another appoint- 
ment. He was a man of austere manners and appearance. 
Geraldine had never held communion with hira, because an 
innate feeling of repulsion seemed to divide them; but 
now abe remembered his presence in the house, and a feel- 
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ing (jf relief stole upon her as she determined, denpite the 
liitfiicss of t!iu liour, to send for and discuss ivLtli him the 
(jui'stion which deeply Agitated her mind. Taking a night 
lump in her hand, ahc proceeded to find the chamber oc- 
ciipiiid hj one of her maida, and having aucteeded in 
arousing her, she desired her to dress herself quickly, ivakc 
up the priest, and hid him attend Jier in the room slie had 
lately quitted. 

To this room Gctaldino now returned, and on entering it 
was amazed at the glare of light whifb met her view. It 
was a. vast and spacious apartment, hung on all sides with 
splendid tapestry, and lighted upon state occasions with 
twelve brilliant chiindelier:;, which hung at regular intervals 
around the walla, She had caused some was lights to ho 
placed on a tahle, near the huge, open fireplace, and 
these, as far as she could remcmher, were the only lights 
ahe hod kft ; these, too, sbo kntw, only shed an imperfect 
lustre into the far recesses of the vast chamber: but now, 
to her utter amazement, evtry sparkling girandole blazed 
with light. The whole room was dazzlingly iUiiminated ; 
and although the astonisljed lady knew that every domestic 
but her lately aroused attendant was fast slumbering, and 
that, too, in a distant part of the house, she began spec- 
ulating as to who could have lit up these many dazzling 
lamps, and in so short a spaoe of time. Even in the 
midst of her wonderment, she felt an irresistible impulse 
to traverse the room ; and, ascending the steps of the 
" dais." which occupied its furthest end, ahe seated herself, 
she knew not why, beneath the velvet canopy which, in 
old times, had been appropriated to royal guests. 

No sooner had slje done so than she felt some one press- 
ing closely to her side. Faint and almost dead with ter- 
ror, she sunk back in her seat, closing her eyes as she did 
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so, eitlier from nreBietible impulse or the wealtneBS of fear. 
The next ioBlant the well-known voice of the priiiccsa 
Bounded in her ears, Baj-jng. — 

" Gcroldine, be not afraid : it is 1," 

UoAblc to answer, but entirely conacious of the appall- 
ing presence of the dead, the terrified girl yet had pres- 
ence of mind enough to remember, and reiterate luentiilly, 
her burning desire to understnnd the condition of her de- 
parted friend. It seemed as if her voiceleaa ijuestion was 
fully understood, for again the fttmiliitf roice spoke to her : — 

" I am neither in Leaven nor heU, Oeraldine ; but in the 
place called the spheres." 

A pause. 

" / thought a i/acstion," the lady was accustomed W say, 
" and again the answer came, — 

•■ ' The spheres are conditions of being, which we out- 
selves create in our earth-Hfe. / made my sphTe — judge 
I of its nature by the appearance of its inhabitants.' 

" At the last words, I felt compelled," adds the narrn- 
' tress of this scene, " to unclose my eyes. 1 sat upright 
and looked around me ; but I rubbed my eyes, and turned 
again and again in my seat, rising up and sitting down. 
I could not convince myself that I was actually awake, 
althoDgli I knfir I was not asleep. The room was crowded 
with lords and ladies, knights, kings, queens, and princes. 
Some wore diadems and royal robes, and others merely the 
adornments of high rank and place. They were, as it 
seemed, performing a slow and solemn measure, and though 
I heard no mu-gic. I felt that it was being played, and that 
the visionary dancers kept time to its beat. But the 
strangest portions of the scene consisted, first, in the fact 
that nearly every high and noble knight or dame b;id, for 
partner, some mau or woman whose appearance betokened 
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them to have Bprung from the very lowest, pooreet, nnd 
moat degruded ranks of life ; and thut eyery face, although 
I clearly distinguished them to have onca been Ai/man, bore 
the lineamenta of some diagnstiog animal. 

" In. Ml instant, us by intuitive perception, I could read 
the entire history of the people around me, in these revolt- 
ing traits of animal life. They had cultivated animal pas- 
sions in their human nature, and, 0, miserable result I 
their disembodied spirits presented the horrible .stamp of 
their perverted natures, engraved tangibly on their spirit- 
forma. I beheld, too, ■with lightning instinct, that while 
each sought, as a necessity, the companionship of the 
other, they loalhed each other's appearance, and were 
engaged in exchanging taunts and revilings at the folly> 
and vice which had thus disfigured them. 

"' As I gazed on, understaudingly, but in deep an-e, a 
conviction of retributive jiiaticG poaseased my aoul, and I 
seemed able to read these people's very lives, in the sphere 
which they had made for themselves after death ; but they 
were phantoms. I sometimes question, teal and individ- 
ualized as they appeared to nic, whether I actually saw, or 
only bncied I saw, them ; for, in a space of time less thaji 
it tftlfes me to detail the fact, they all melted into thin air, 
and I was again alone — no, not alone ! — God of mercy ! 
what form did I then behold, hobhhng up to my seat, as it 
were, out of the very vacancy which hod lately been filled 
with the visionary waltzera ! The Princess A. approached 
nie, even as she used to look when arrayed for her hideous 
conquests — a disgusting caricatiuro of old age in fashionable 
life. And yet a change, such a change, was there ', Those 
features, which had ever beamed in kindness upon me, I 
felt, I knev, them to belong to her shape, and yet they, 
too, no longer wore the human slump ! I looked, curi- 
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Ottsly, again and again ; wonder, and not fcor, was tlie 
paramount feeling of my mind ; for, as sure as I had eyos 
to see, and a mind to receive the impression of those ejes, 
I beheld the Princess A. changed, or stamped, or engraved, 
in some way that I caa never make another compiehend, 
with all the churact eristics of a most loathsome and dis- 
gusting aatraal. I saw her lil'e, her moat degrading life, 
in. tills. I saw hei eveiy post action, in all its ammal 
monstrosity, I knew it was one and the same thing. The 
animal tnitid was now the animal form^ and yet the divine 
principle of the sold remaining. I also saw grief, shame, 
regret, remorse, — and, withal, miserable longing for the 
past enjoyments of her miserable career. that memory 
could cease forever, if its death in my mind were but to 
close all recollection of this loallisome but piteous appari- 
tion ! I wept ; I am now conscious, ev^n at this distant 
hour, that I did weep in agonizing sympothy over thia self- 
degraded being ; and I fancy Ihlit the wretched creator of 
her own sphere wept too. Her voioo was softer, and I 
fancied lier form less repulsive, as I heard her say, — 

" ' I am not in hearen, not in hoU, Geraliline ; only in 
the spheres! I have made my own sphere ; it is that of 
the sensualist, a spirit-home for human souls with atiimitl 
propensities. Every vice has its sphere, Geraldine ; hiat, 
avarice, passion, pride, murder. The lii/pocrile is in then 
all I All sinners are hypocrites ! They do not dread to 
commit vice ; they only fear to have it known, O, could 
they hilt appear on earth aa they do in the spheres, they 
would not dare to make themselves the loathsome things 
liiey must become ! On earth, Geraldine, you look npon 
mankind as they appear ; in the spheres, as they are ; and 
as they are, so is tiieir heaven or hell. Did ye murk that 
monstrous brutish thing that led the '^hrawh" yonder? — 
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dancing witb a woman more abject, law, and Tile than fte 
gutters of your moat degraded cities could send forth. That 
monstrous image once wore a royal crown, and bore the 
sceptre of England's ^-irtuous rcaha.' 

*' ' O that I could awoke from this dreadful dream I ' I 
cried ; ' thjg is too horrible ! Let me awake ! O, let me 
awake ! ' 

•* ' Thou art not dreaming, my child,' answered the sad 
voice ; ' and to prove to thee the truth of tliis most mo- 
mentous hour, know that by this time to-morrow night, a 
fresh partner will lead out the Princess A, in her midnight 
"brait'l," You know him as a man, Geraldine ; behold 
him now as a spirit ! ' 

" WTiat next foUowcd I have no power to describe. It 
seemed to me that I saw Lord L. hastily traversing the 
space before me ; another was with him, whom I could 
not Bee. It was a man ; but his back was towards me ; 
ftnd — they were fighting ! I heard the clash of swords ! 
I saw hasty passes, and another moment, I beheld him — 
the beloved of my heart — stretched out on the ground II 
lifeless corpse ! There was a deep and fearful gash on his 
face, and the blood seemed to flow from the wound In a 
deluge. I would have shrieked aloud, for the wholu scene 
no longer bore the shadowy impress of a dream, but seemed 
to be an actual, tangible reality before me ; but the cry 1 
would have uttered died upon my lips, The body passed 
oway from my sight, and in its place stood the unhappy 
princess, leading out my lover to the ghostly dance ! I 
did not sec his face, but t felt its import, and I knew that 
a fresb hypocrite had been stripped of his mask, and a new 
human soul n'ith au animal spirit bad been added to the 
sphere of the sensualist. 

"At this moment, another voice struck upon my car. 
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It was that of Mr. R,, the princess's chaplain, esclaiming, 
• My dear madam, what has happened, that you smniiuiii 
mc at this late hour ? and why do I see this room illuini- 
natcd 03 for a festival ?' 

"iBtartedup — the figures were gone, but the Ug/ilx 
rftitiiined ! Who had lighted Oiem I knew not. All the 
dreadful past was stamped upon my mind with horrible 
distill ctness. I rcpeat(;d it to Mr. R., calmly, dehberately, 
i^oBseeutivcly. He listened to my atory with equal calm- 
ness ; he never uttered one word of doulit as to its veracity 
or reality. He has told mc since that lie could not do so ; 
for he believed everi/ syllable I uttered, Our conversafion 
lasted far into the liours of morning, and it determined 
mainly the next day's action. 

" With the earliest possible hoar 1 sent for Lord L. I 
offered him my hand on two conditions : the first ivas, tliat 
te should accept it imianHij ; the sftonii, that immcdiutcly 
after the ceremony he should deport wilh me for the Conti- 
nent, and never leave my side for three whole days. 

" Lord I>, did become my husband, within one hour after 
1 had sent for him. 

" The world was scandalized, and tusied itself enough 
wilh our hasty and 'auspicious' union. I heeded none 
of these things. They never could know my incentii'es 
to this hasty proceeding, — vain, olas ! as it was incon- 
siderate. 

" My husband would ftot comply with my second condi- 
tion. Prayers, entreaties, [ears, and even menaces, uttered 
in my deep agony at his anticipated fate, were all fruitleRS. 
'To-morrow," ho repeated, ' would be soon enough.' What 
falulity hung, like a leaden weijiht, on my lips, preventing 
me from disclosing to him tlie circumstances of my fearful 
vision, I know not. I could not speak of it to liini, but 
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only joined my entreaties with those of crnr chaplain, that 
he would not attempt to quit my side. To tliis ' ftiittering 
request,' as he termed it, he yielded so ready an iicqtiies- 
cence, that I was completely thrown off my guard ; and 
when, at length, I parted with him to dresa for dinner, I 
had dissipnted tiip gloomy fancies of tlie piist niglii of hor- 
rors, and began to speculate, with something Tery like dis- 
may, upon, the precipitate act into which my fienzy of fear 
had hastened rae. It was with only a dim perception that 
I was indeed Lord L.'s wife, that I quitted my dressing 
room, about half past seven, and hastened to join my new- 
ly-made bridegroom in the saloon, 

" He was not there ! The chapliiin waa standing in the 
balcony alone. Where was my lord, I inquired. A videt 
handed me a sealed letter ; it was his handurrUing ! To 
this. day I hove no memory of the action by which I broke 
the BEali and perused these words : — 

" •Dearesi Geraldine ; An engagement of deep impor- 
tance and paramount neoessity will detain me from your 
side for one hour. I could not speak of it earlier, because 
it might have robbed me of the joy of calling you my wife ; 
but even in this unlooked-for happiness, the call of duty 
and honor must be obej'ed.' 

" Of the hours that followed I have no distinct per- 
ception. Our friend, the chaplain, with more corapogure 
than I, in my utter wretchedness, retained, sent out spies 
in all directions to trace, and if possible to arrest, what 
we botli felt assured was intended, — namely, a duel. 
These efforts were at length successful — successful in so 
far as tracing the evidence that a duel had been fought — 
for there, with his cold, dead face upturned to the silent 
stars, in a remtite i-orner of my own park, lay the lifelesa 
form of my late husband ! 
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" That night, at one o'clock, I siit by hia cold corpse, 
pondering on the fearl'al revelation of the preceding nigbt ; 
the fatally fulfilled prediction, and the possihle coadition 
of the spirit of the duellist, killeil by the liusbnnd of a 
woman whom he had seduced." 



The above details were fiivnished from the lips of the 
heroine of the strange history. Her singulnr fortunes bad 
often been the subject of public comment ; her hasty mar- 
riage ivith one of the most notorious roues of the day ; 
hia swful death, on the very nigbl of his wedding, — that 
death coming from the hands of hia moat familiar friend, 
whose wife he had basely betrayed, — the whole eventful 
story, crowned by the noble widow's subsequent union 
with a. humble clergyman, who resided ia ber family aa 
chaplain, all contributed to render her, for many years, 
an object of public curiosity, intereat, and acandal. When 
I saw her, now four or five years ago, she was a very old 
woman, leading a, solitary and austere life, in her gloomy 
mansion of evil and supernatural report, from which, it 
seems, she had never strayed during the eourse of her 
long life. 

She told me that her existence, strange and solitary aa 
it appeared, had been entirely colored hy a vision, occur- 
ring to her in very early life. She expressed her entire 
belief in the possibility of the return and appearance of 
departed soula, and in a moment of confidential intimacy, 
assured me that she bold frequent and salutary intercourse 
with the spirits of the dead. But it was from the lips of a 
domestic, who had for many years enjoyed her undivided 
confidence, that I learned the above details of her mistress's 
singular and unaccountable theory upon the condition of 
humanity in the life beyond the grave. 
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THE MONOMANIAC, 

on THE SPIRIT BRIDE.* 



Chapter I. 

WERE tun entire stranger of the English character lo 
journey through the land of Great Britain, with a. 
view of detGrmining the leading diaraoteriatlc of the nation, 
he would say, " Assuredly the English are more tliiin 
half of them monomajiiacs." Not that this peculiar phase 
of madness would strike thenhserver as heing so apparent, 
hut the opinion would be the necessary inference from the 
assurances of the people themselves. 

The moment uny individual assumes to himself the right 
to indulge in a train of thought on any particular subject 
opposed to the educational traditions of his ancestors, lo ! 
he is at once pronounced a " monomaniac." Sliould indi- 
viduality of opinion ramify into more than one cliaiinci 
of difference from his feUows, then he is an unqualified 
maniac, and only needs the possession of weidtii, or the 
heirship to a title, to justify his instant incarceration in a 
lunatic asylum. 

I remember a very striking instance of this popular ren- 
dering of a peculiar opinion into " monomania," in the 
person of an old sailor, with whom I once enjoyed a 
highly- cherished acquaintance, and from whose lips 1 

• A Ekeloli from resl liTo, otiginallj wrlttto Ibr " Tlie Splrttunl Age." 
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Icrived the particulars of a history wlioae marlccil pccu- 
liiirity has left an indelible slamji on my iiiinil. Tliere is 
a torch blazing in my lonely attic, lighting up every re- 
mote corner with its supemil illmniaalion, which casta n 
glorious vision of light upon the d^irlt spots of memory, 
enlightening the mysteries of the past, with its clear spu-il- 
bcams, is brighter rsdiaoce thim the midday sun. The 
vapors of prejudice and superstition melt before ila genial 
wnrmth, the haze of ediicationnl fallacy and conservative 
ignnranco fade awny in its living light, gilding the won- 
drous ■• hallucination " which cast a deep and injurious 
stigma on the old sailor's life, nnd converting it into a 
beam of glory from the henutiful drcam-lnnd, in which hia 
long- protracted and weary Toyage of life is now safely 
terminated. He was a very we!l known character, this 
same old Tom Martin, — hij^hly respected, ever looked 
up to aa one who had led a perfectly aitilcss life, as one 
whose opinions and attainments wore wonderfully in 
advance of his station, and at direct variance with any 
known means which had ever befallen him of acquiring 
information. 

Old Tom Martin was regarded as a mere problem, when 
his worth, ability, and singular history were considered, 
in connection with his humble station and total absence 
of all the refining processes of education and good society. 
He acted like a true Christian, spoke like a gentleman, 
reasoned like a lawyer, preached like a divine, and prac- 
tised like a good layman. And yet Tom Martin was a 
" monomaniac " — clearly, unmistakably mad upon one 
topic ; and so the quidnuncs would say the chances were, 
that to this same madness was mainly attributable his 
extraordinary lucidity on other points. I never happened 
to arrive at the mode of reason from which they drew this 

3 
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inference ; but ns I CDtirely agree with them as to the 
effect, we will not too closely iuvcstigiite the premises. 
The subject of this moDomaciic will iilso be the subject 
of iny little sketcli, the actual details of wliick are as 
fresh ia my memory as when the venerable narrator, in 
his clean, tidy blue shirt and neatly-patched old jacket, 
with his long silver curls, so pure and ho!y, falling on his 
ancient shoulders, and tlie mild, dark eyes looking away, 
away into that distance of which mind alone is the hori- 
zon, used to sit beneath the wide-spreading shadow of a 
huge oak, and relate to me the visionary history of his 
singular tiffi. 

Dver and anon the patriarchal sailor would raise his 
old tarpauling hat in courteous salutation to a comrade 
or passing acquaintance ; and I never yet saw the greet- 
ing exchanged without far deeper respect on the part of 
tlie passenger towards the " monomaniac " than could be 
in Quy way elicited by the appearance of so meek but 
humble a figure, without an internal and involuntary im- 
pulse exciled by some far more intense sympathy than 
mere esternala could have called forth. Sometimes the 
old man would produce a little blue cotton handkerchief, 
in which his slender store of provisions — bread and 
cheese, with sometimes the luxury of a sausage — would 
be carried out on a fine day, to diue in state by the side 
of a clear running brook. Those who have shared these 
hnmhie meals with poor Tom have eiyoyed a luxury which 
monarchs might envy. And there are many such ; for the 
generous creature always managed (God alone knows how, 
for he was very poor) to have a little surplus, either to 
share with a friend or bestow on some one poorer than 
himself. 

Tom was born at the seafaring town of Portsmouth. 
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le was one of a large family who hud all entered upon 
the surging waters of the mighly ocean ns their nntunil 
inheritanee. He was the youngest of many sons, each 
and all of whom had passed away on the stormy game of 
life ere this child, sickly and incapacitated for exertion by 
an inherent tendency to rheumatisin, had reached his 
twelfth year. Then it was that his parcnta, — as hard 
and mthless as the wild eeas in which their own rough 
destinies had been cast, — becoming weary of the feeble 
little invalid, positively determined that, Ul or well, the 
" lazy little brat" should go to sea and do something tbr 
his living. They had much difficulty to get ao helpless a 
being shipped off, in any capacity. Ho was so small, and 
pnle, and hungry-looking a child, that huge shipmasters 
rtgarded him as a little speck of life whom it would, be 
their inevitable lot to crush out of existence by the mere 
contact of their strong, rough, tuny huads. Being war 
time, however, when hands were very scarce, tliey at last 
succeeded in getting the skipper of a doubtful- loo king 
craft to enter the urchin upon his "caboose" list. His 
miserable appearance, however, as he eat on his old chest, 
when the captain camo aboard for the purpose of setting 
anil on his first voyage, caused his employer sad mis- 
givings. 

Poor Tom was often accustomed to say, he drew the 
BUgtiry of his future life fi-om his captain's first greeting, 
which was in those ominous words: " My eyes ! what a 
shrimp 1 I don't see do good chance of getting any part 
ubout him to punish." 

If this worthy speculator was balked in this laudable 
effort, hovvcver, it was not For want of tryini;, for the lad 
was punished for every thing — punished for what he did 
do, and pimished for what he didn't do — beaten, and 
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cuffed, and abnsej. and sworn at ; and yet he neither died 
nor regretted his lot. He never wished himself at home, 
nor desired to he any wiiere else than in the midst of his 
present misery. Perhaps he had no other conception of 
life at all, for he had never known kindness or sympathy. 
In his home he had hecn only treated as a useless burden ; 
aad among his stout sailor brothers he had hckcld cvi- 
deuces of a life of strength and an existence of strange 
enjoyment of which this poor, nef;!ected little sufferer had 
no actual conception ; and so it happened that this state 
being not positivsly worse than any other he had ever 
known, he was no more wretched tlian he deemed it was 
his certain lot to be. 

For some four or five years he led a life of a similar 
nature, the mere drudge of hard-lived " sea sharks, " who 
found a position in the dreadful times of war, which 
seemed to drag into being the rudest and most savage 
qualities of the tcckless men who were tho agents of these 
cecessitous times j and still poor Tom lived on, patiently, 
hopelessly, a weary life, without end, aim, or ambition. 
lie had improved considerably in physical strength, despite 
the systematic efforts of cord aad lash, kicks and starva- 
tion, to crush him out of life altogether ; and at the age 
of eighteen, he formed a friendahip which laid the founda- 
tion of the first era in that life, when his soul seemed to 
awake flora its night, and to claim equal immunities in 
his existence with his body. In the ship whereon he was 
then serving was an old man who had seen much service, 
and whom the sailors, for his estreme piety and exem- 
plary language, had nicknamed " Parson Jack." This 
poor soul at one time fell ill ; and as they were cruising 
on a desperate mission, and under a hard, rough privateer 
captain, the suHc-rer espected no other treatment than 
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permission to roll liiraai'if up in his liamniock, nml when 
it was found tLnt he actuully could do uo more work, 
quiedy to linger there until he died, 

" If they don't pitch me overboard, as lumber, afore the 
liiBt gasp comes," he would mutter, " it will he a marry 
indeed, and more thaa aiiffin oncommon." 

But there was a greater mercy than this intended him, 
which poor old .fatk found still more uncommon. This 
was the fact that a young, tender, and sjinputbizing nurse 
was by his bedside, liis rough, thin hinds full of little del- 
icacies which he bad stolen for the piirpoae and hid about 
the 6hip, und his low, gentle tones breathing comfort iuffl 
thu suHerer's ear during the long, weary watches of the 
ni^'ht. 

Sometimes Tom could steal nothing to feed his invalid 
eb.irge with ; and then he would come with his own mess 

of tuiifih Blii]) beef, cut up small to tempt the sick man's 

appetite, and the hard, stale biscuit of his own untnsttd 
portion, sopped in cold water, as the only delicacy whie.h 
the poor watcher could procure. Hour after hour the 
drudge would sit, when his own heavy eyea were smarting 
and Bore for want of rest, spelling out the leaves of a very 
(attcrcd Bible, which old Jack had Ciuried about with him 
ali his life, in momory of " the blessed mother" who bad 
started him off with that and a sea chest, as his only 
inberitonce ; and now, when be knew he was for " cast- 
ing anchor in the same road of eternity to which she 
had long since shipped before him," this precious legacy 
seemed, as he said, •' to smooth out the rouph way before 
him, and give him his true sailing orders for the port of 
heaven." 

It was late one night when the ragged, lited boy bad 
stolen down, after b hard day's work, not to sleep, hut to 
■ 3* 
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bcpuilo his dying cliargc of the iloath-fevcr that was 
Sliming him, hy spelling out a chnptor of the gouil bouk, 
tliat he fuund two sailors statidiiig over the old tar's ham- 
mack, insisting upon it that he should instantly vacate it, 
as they expected n brush with the eiiGmy, and the skipper 
wanted all the hammocks, and this anr. especially, to 
heap up round the bulwarks of the ship. The old maQ, 
with t!ie irritability of fever, was feebly uttering a, letnon- 
strance against being deprived of his death, bed, and one 
of the men had alr(;ady cut the rope which should eject the 
poor tenant, when hi» cruel procectling was arrested, for n 
moment, by the unexpected but urgent remonatranco of 
Tom, With a brutal oath, the man struck the young 
sailor from hia path, and, hurling the disputed hnmmock 
from the dying man, added to his brutality a savage kick at 
the " useless old hulk " which lay in his way. The next 
moment he lay insensible by the sick man'a aide, felled by 
a blow Irom the weak boy's hand, and only removed, 
stunned and bleeding, by hia companion from the spot. 

To re-sIing the hammock, and replace the sufferer in his 
bed, was the work of the next tew momenta; and when 
that was completed, he found himself a prisoner, removed 
to the deck, sentenced to the tender mercies of the boat- 
swain and eat-o'-nine-taila ; and finally, with bleeding 
hack, bleeding heart, and crushed spirit, doomed to an 
ignominious exposure in irons as a malignant mutineer. 

It was a calm, breathless, moonlight night. The ex- 
pected encounter with the enemy had not come off, and all 
on board the ship were at rest, except the necessary wateh- 
crs of her safety. Not a breath of air stirred the sails, or 
fanned the burning phcek of the unhappy prisoner, as he 
sat in dogged silenci; iit the rail to which, he was chained, 
alone, desperate, and desolate. By an impulse for which 
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lie coiild not account, fie raised his eyes to the splendid 
canopy of heaven, hespangled with its mjriad fires, and 
radiant in deathlesa hcanty. For a moment a calmer in- 
stinct passed over his mind ; and as he continued to ^aze, 
he thought invoiuntarilj", " I wonder if poor old .lack ia 
dead yet ; and if so, if he is up there — atnft } What 
sort of a place can it be ? Heaven — O, what is heaven? 
They say it is re»t and happijiess. Ah mc ! I wonder 
if poor sailors get in there ! — and what kind of a berth 
old ,Tack will have ? As to me, I shall never get there — 
sailoin; cause why ? all along of the parsons, who say the 
way is BO hard that / could never find it. O Jack 1 Jack ! 
why did you leave me alone ? why did you not carry 
mo with you? Sure you know'd the way to heaven, and 
mought have taken & poor, friendless lad along with ye ! " 
Then, after a pause, he added, "That's it — that's it! 
When they take these irons off me, 1 will jump into the 
sea. Then I shall die quick, and perhaps Jack may not be 
BO for gone yet but that he may heave me up, and help 
me into that good port to which it is so mortal sure be ia 
bound." 

Just then a sweet, soft, unnsual air seemed to spring 
np — not around or away from him, but just upon hi3 
cheek ; it seemed, as he often described it, " like as if a 
bird, with sweetly perfumed wings, were gently fanning 
him, or as if fragrant flowers were waved in his face." 
There was a sound, too — one to which he used to say all 
description waa inadequate. It was most like a long chord 
of music, containing an infinite variety of harmonies, but 
all of a ringing, glassy sound, struck in the air, but so far 
off — 0,80 far — that, although seeming plain to him, it 
must be an echo from thousands of leagues away in space, 
and eyexfrom aboi'c ! 
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11« attd to bear Uus aooDiI repeatedij, vp (a &e loleaF 
da; of bi* life. En Ewt ; bnt it oeret Tsried, not rrer per- 
tniUcd liica to define it in aaf other nj than in the etm- 
foM^ words ■• above givro- 

Wbat foUoireil, he often used to say, wu indeed the 
moment " wben hit »oal was bom." He knew he had 
lired before ; but it was only as a bodi/ ; his spirit was 
boni on th&t memorable night — in that hour of bitter 
BKony and loneliness. He heard distinctly the chord of 
miiiie I have mentioned raundlDg in the air, and then 
came a sweet, low, female voice, saying, "Tom — dear 
Tom!" 

f fiul the voice shouted " Tom ! " to the day of judgment, 
he declared he would ncTer have believed it aught but 
fancy, unlcM he had seen the speaker ; but that odc word, 
*'rfMr"^tho first time he had ever heard the epithet 
oonplod with Ms name in hie life — assured him some one 
did tpoak to him, and some one, too, whom he bad never 
before met with. 

He tried to answer the voice, but astoni.'ihment enchained 
his speech. Again were the words beard : — 

" Tom, dear Tom ! do not speak ; I can read your 
thoughts." After a pause, the voice added, " Jack is dead 
to earth, iinU horn in heaven." 

In an Instant, a sudden brightening of the air — a light- 
ncxs suoh as he had never felt before — a choking sensa- 
tion of joy and gladnesa, and his late comrade, the old 
dying sailor, stood heaide him. 

This was no ghost — of that Tom felt quile sure; for 
old Jack was there, laughing and hearty, and jollier than 
he hoil ever beheld him in his life ; dressed all in his best, 
too, with a fine bandanna handkerchief in his breost 
pocket, sticking out as he used to have of a Sunday, and 
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bis •' m an -o'- war's -man's hat"' stuck jimtily at (lie back 
of his hend, ivilli a fiue, long ribbon strcaraitig ! 

Now, glad as Tom lelt lo seo bis old comriiile in such 
good case, after lie bad parted with liim t»¥o hours before 
in the mjaerable iiHghl above dcsctibed, Tom was a little 
sore at being, what he called, ihua '■ riggftl." He never 
duubted fur an instant that he saw hi^ joviul comrade be- 
fore biiQ ia strong life, and he was about to tauDt him 
pleasantly for the cheat he had put upon him, when, to 
his utter amazement, he saw the figure before him gradu- 
ally rise from the deck, float upward over the bulwarks, 
and aetujillj' pass away from sight, smiling ond waving his 
hand to bis ughast companion. 

Before the young man's bewildered senses could even 
take cognizance of what be had seen, the sweet, feminine 
voice again sounded : — 

"Tom, dcai Tdhi, old Jack ia dead. I am going to 
guard him up to heaven." 

" My God ! who speaks ? " at length Btammered the 
sailor. 

" Your guardian angel and spirit bride," was again 
softly whispered. 

" You doubt me ; but we shall meet again ; and till then 
I leave you a token of remembrance. Tell the captain 
that the ' San Carlos ' will be upon him this morning at 
five o'clock, and that a leak is sprung beneath his o\vn 
cabin lamp." 

All was silence, ray, more, darkness — to the aston- 
ished sailor ; for, with the cessation of the voice, the light 
of his own Kfe seemed to he suddenly eclipsed. 

Hours of dreamy reverie succeeded — wonder, not fear 
— a joy unknown before — a vision of life such as ho 
had never, oven faintly, conceived to exist ; but all merging 
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into the intense longing, not for an explanation of, but 
a return of; the voicE. 

It was not until what he conceived must be about four 
o'clock in the morning that a footstep passing by atouseJ 
him from his aelf-comrouninga. By an instinct, of which 
he had never before imagined himself possessed, he felt 
sure it was the captain. liis newly-developed intuitions 
gave him strength aa well as perception, and he called 
aloud, — 

" Captain, Tvo Bomething moat particular to say to ye, 
sir." 

A deep oath followed, and the surly brute raised his 
cane to chastise the audacious prisoner who thus dared to 
address him. But the young sailor earnestly added, — 

" Don't strike me, sir, but for God's sake heed what I 
say. The San, Carlos will be down upon you. at five 
o'clock, and to prove my words, just examine your own 
cabin, and in that very place which is under your cahin 
lamp you will find the ship has sprung a leak ! " 

At the moment when his bold prisoner made these state- 
ments, the captain, by caicuhilions which he deemed un- 
mistakable, believed his much dreaded enemy — the Sun 
Carlos — to be at least four and twenty hours' anil to lee- 
ward ; and as he knew that the poor ship-boy never coidd, 
by any pos.'iibility, have had access to his cabin, so he felt 
certain that he was listening ta the ravings of insanity, 
and ordered the men, who had just then brought up the 
mortal remains of poor old Jack for interment in the path- 
less cemetery of ocean, to release the " raving lubber, ' and 
give him some stuff for a fever. 

One hour later, in the dim haze of a misty dawn, the 
iuge proportions of the famed Spanish privntcer, the Sun 
Carlos, bare down upon the fated ship ; while the distracted 
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master, completely unprepared for this visitiition, but with 
a dim pcrtcption of a still gvcftter calamity yet in store, 
ordered some spare bands to try the pumps, with a view 
of aacertaining whether the secood part of the raj'sterimis 
prophecy had, in reality, as terrible a foundatiun in truth 
as the flxst. 

The report which ho received was appalling. The ship 
not only leaked, but was in imminent danger of foundering. 

" To my caiin — beneath the lamp ! Search ! seardi I 
search ! " cried the distracted skipper. 

But all waa in vun. The leak waa discovered to have 
originated in the very locality described ; but the knowl- 
edge came too late. 

" One boui earlier would have saved us ! " cried the 
soUiug master. " 0, why waa this secret kept back so 
long?" 

Between the thunder of the enemy's guns, the ruar of 
the booming ocean, now rising in the wild majesty of a 
temfie storm, the groans of ibo dying, and the incessant 
clatter of the now useless pumps, — in the very firver and 
crash of death, destruction, and despair, — the young 
sailor, toiling amid blood and carnage, was recalled from 
the hideous fever of life around him, to the belter sphere 
of life eternal, by the law but thrilling, long, long chord 
of far-off celestial harmony, while the sweet, viewless 
voice, close to his very ear, made itself heard above the 
din and warfare, murmuring, — 

" Be of good cheer : thou art safe ! Thy spirit bride is 
here I " 
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AutxE on the wide waste of waters — utterly, hope- 
lecsl)' alone ! Alone on thcrast immensitj, the boundless. 
tracUesa, unknown re^on of the fitthomless deep ! The 
Btonn of war was over — the din, the camiige, the ghastly 
»tfife of death ! For the first time in his life Tom Martin 
had seen human beings writhing, twisting, and twining 
around each other in the bideoas aim to kill — man to 
man, struggling which could tear the life from the other ! 
Fellow-men, who would have met in the rough journey of 
the world's highway, and cheerfully shared their last cnist 
of bread to serve each other, now, under the awful stim- 
ulus of rage, and at the mere bidding of two despots who 
coveted each other'o lands, broke their Maker's image with 
the ruthless ferocity of wild beasts, and called it "glory" 
— shattered the glorious tabernacle of life which warrior, 
nor king, nor priest, nor layman could ever again build up, 
and deemed themselves •• palriott." But now, all was 
over. The last boom of the mighty cannon bad sounded 
the dcttth-knell of brave young hearts, and the curling 
amoke had cleared awuy to reveal the ghastly faces of the 
dying and the dead, all and each enclosed in one common 
coffin — the shattered hut sinking ship ! slowly but surely 
in the boiling surge's trough I and now she sinks — lower, 
lower — yet lower — and now, a mighty shriek ! the wild 
outcry of a hundred appalled, agonizing hearts — arms 
tossed aloft in the moaning air — wild, starting eyes 
streaming upwards to the receding world of life above — 
a hollow plunge, and the tossing whirlpool of water torn 
and rent by the agony of the dying, struggling mass he- 
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nenth, doaea over tUein forever 1 On?, olonc, remains ! 
A maaa of floating spars, hastily lashed togethpr — none 
could say by whom — reata calmly on Ihc unrulSed surface 
of [he ocean grave, wliile a heaving, almost llfi'le»» human 
form struggles up instinctively, to repose on the unespecled 
haven of hope and safety. Not a sigh disturbs the detp 
silence of the death hour ; not a wild bird sounds a re- 
quiem note over the Eailors' grii^'C ; yet amid the deep hush 
of that awfu! moment, the one rescued being, now floating 
in security on the raft, still hears the ting of a sweet, low, 
human voice, — 

" Courage, courage ! " it whispers. " Thou art saved 
fur hetter days and tranqitil hours. In bright liomes and 
sunny lands thou ahaJt yet speak with ihy spirit bride of 
dangers past, and woful scenes, through which thy guai- 
dion angel's hand has steered thy bark in safety," 

But hark ! There axe other voices in the air ; and now, 
O God I what sight was that which met the sailor's palsied 
vision ! Sailing upward thtougli the gray, misly air, off to 
leeward of the spot where the doomed ship had disappeared, 
he plainly perceives arising wreath after WTcath of thick, 
massy haze ; first appearing above the white foam of the 
billows in faint, formless circles, then, as they ascend, re- 
solving themselves into the human shapes of all his late 
companions. There they were — the old white-heuded 
boalswain, with his whistle around his neck ; the stem, 
fierce mate, with his ghastly head, seared with deep cuts ; 
and sailor after sailor, each in his life-like form and human 
attribiitos — exact, unmistakable phantom images of the 
dead crew of his late entombed ship ! 

At first, the young sailor conceived that the horror of 
his dangerous position had evoked this tremendous spec- 
tral band from his own wild fancy; but as he ganed, erect- 
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ing himself on his raft, and fixedly, dcterminately question- 
ing liimself upon what he saw, he could no longer doubt 
its reality. 

One after ancithcr tliey rose — the men, the boys, the 
fierce combatants, and, last of all, the savage skipper him- 
Belf, He rose by the side of a fair young boy, a nephew 
of hia own, and the only being for whom he had ever 
seemed to feel the kindling of human feeling. Often and 
often had Tom gazed admiringly on this gentle child, and 
many kindly little oflices bud been interchanged between 
them. The poor anilor-boy sometimes wished he were 80 
fair and au fine, and ao well off, that people might speak 
gently to him, and love him as tbey did Edward ; but 
Edward, with a child's tender instinct, realized the deso- 
late boy's feeling, and Bought of him the little offices of 
good will which he needed of the crew ; and now Tom 
beheld him — him, the cherished, beautiful idol of the ter- 
rible captain ; him, whom neither luve, nor power, nor 
grandness could save — floating upward in the dcivy air, a 
lovely but transparent shadow ; yet, O, how real, how 
very, very real did that passing shadow make the whole 
phantom band appear to the gazer ! 

On ihey passed, close by the raft on which he knelt, in 
bIqw and solemn march, yet seeming to be borne along by 
no volition or movement of their own. They turned neither 
to the right nor to the left ; their course was evidently 
ascending, yet they moved in an angle which brought Ihera 
almost in a sweeping circle ahead of his little rail- They 
spoke not, they Rtirred not. Their faces were pale, their 
eyes were fixed, (heir lips were closed, and their forma 
were utterly motionless. In vain ho essayed to speak as 
the phantom bund swept by him ; his parched lips refused 
their office ; his choking throat swelled to suffocation ; but 
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when the stem captain came in sight, the agony of the 
beholder was redoubled, for there was his precious little 
Edward floating along by his side ; and now, O Hcaren ! 
it is all real ! then, there 1 there again ! a slight stir in the 
faint breeze actually waves the long curls of golden threads 
which hang around the young child's brow ; and now — 
he waves his hand ! — his large, loving eyes are turned on 
the lonely lad, and once more the glance of affectionate 
sympathy wakes up in his heart the fine chords of human 
love. The breeze swells, the long curls now fairly dance 
and stream upon its wing ; the boy passes away, wai'ing 
his little bands and peering over his uncle's shoulder to 
smile, — ay. to smile upon his friend ! 

The spell is broken. Motion among that awful com- 
pany of the dead is the very climax of the terrible vision. 

" Edward, Edward ! speak to me ! " shrieks the ago- 
nised sailor. ^xCciriding bis arms, and then once more siiik- 
ing into unconsciousness. 

A happy oblivion for many moments shut ont estemal 
objects from his view. 

When Tom recovered to a perception of his situation, 
bis first idea was the tremendous consciousness of being 
alone I — alone upon the mighty world of waters, whose 
depths bad never echoed to the plummet line, whose paths 
nor man nor angel had ever marked out ; and yet, as ho 
repeated the terrible word " alone ! " and wrung bis hands 
in the depth of his despair, again the sweet, viewless whis- 
perer sounded in his ear, — 

" Courage, courage ! Thou art not alone. I am here." 

And be did have courage. He knew her nut — this 
spirit bride. It might be an incarnation of some sweet 
western gale, or southern breeze ; it might be the far- 
famed mermaid of whom legendary lore bad so oft told 
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talcs of wonder and mystery. He knew nnt, he eared not. 
Irresistibly the voice spoke to his heart ; a presence, actual, 
[unphle, though still viewless, wss by hia side ; ealmnesa 
stole OFcr hid spirit ; hope was ia his heart, and courage ia 
his eye. 

Almost nnconscioiislj' to himself he syllabled the words, 
" How long ! " Whether he actually spoke, or merely 
t!iou(j!it, li(! never could determine; but, to his infinite 
rapture, he waa instantly answered, in thfl following 
words : — 

" Many hours of suffering must elapse ere rescue can 
reach thee, my beloved ; but fear not ; I will never leave 
thee ! " 

And many hours of suffering did elapse, and yet the 
poor waif on the mighty ocean did not fear ; neither did 
he ever again feel himself alone. A burning, fervid day, 
ftftd then a long, iternal, chdloss night followed, and still 
the sailor floated over the broad bosom of the ocean on his 
frail bark of chips. 

Another long, scorching day before liini, and still n vast, 
spotless waste of horizon, without a speck of hope or the 
lainlest prospect of human aid; and yet the tender whis- 
perer waa there, and yet the sailor suffered and endured 
with strong cournge and ever-tranquil joy ; for he could no 
longer doubt that he Ami a companion — one who not only 
read liin ihuughtB, but distinctly, loringlj, hopefully nn- 
Bweved them. Sometimes he would actually forget his 
poin ; hunger and thirst were no more, and his miserable 
raft seemed like a floating palace, for the sweet, precious 
Toic'C told him of hours so briglit and glorious, a destiny 
for man so new and magnificent, and a purpose in human 
suffering so wise, that her a.=touaded auditor forgot the 
whole world in listening to her angelic revealments. 
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Then, again, she would seem to sport around him — 
now on this side, now on that ; sometimes lie distinctly 
fell the fanning of a soft breath on hia huraing hrow, 
and the perfume of sweetest blossoms stealing over bis 
senses. 

"Where are you now, sweet south wind?" he would 
cry; and a touch — ay, a palpable touch — as of a tiny 
human hand, pressed down his eyelids, while a very, very 
distant chant, low, ineffably sweet, but distinctly her now 
familiar tone, sang these words : — 

"Slwp, Blppp I mnrlppr, tlrwp : 
The oivim 1a rocklag^ ITij- ctndlp, ao il«p ; 
The nn^lK spounil then thrJp Tiglla wfll ttvp, 
Wbae lovu shuU Diy Bnuse* In aott elumber rtarp. 

" Iir»t, n?"l ! chil-l of rarth, rest ! 
B«pOK on tlio foAia of lU*^ billuw^H while dfent ; 
Let thp swept jH-acp of flpirit-liuid dwell hi tliy hrraat, 
And tby drofuuB bo of Lome, in Ibc rcFilmfl of tliQ Ua&k. 

"PeflOe.ppHw! dclJ^Tunw is oejir! 
Sleep, whllp Illy splrtt-lovti I>ri'nUies lu tblDO psr 
Tnlce of bright promlic nni) thou^hCr< ofbrl^it chcPr ; 
Bleep, mmiaer, sliwp ! — Beloved, I am hkbk." 



How long the fairy visions of that sweet slumber lasted 
Tom never knew. When be did at length arouse, it was 
to find himself being dragged up the side of a noble ship, 
while kind, inquisitive faces gazed upon him ; nod though 
burning thirst tormented him, and agonizing pain quivered 
in every fibre of bis esbaiisted frame, he mentally reechoed 
the last whisper of his viewless companion, — 

" Yes, love, safe at last ! " 

The safety which our poor, tempest-lost Tom Martin did 
at last experience, however, was of but a negative kind, for 
he found himself on board of an English man-of-war, bound 
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on desperate service, and commanded by one of the most 
notorious martinets in the British Bervice. 

O man, man ! " dressed in a little brief authority," liow 
amnll appears the kingdom of thy petty Bway, yet what 
mighty consequence to human aoula may not the use or 
abuse of that petty sway involve ! More especially does 
this apply to the poor sailor. No captive chained to the 
wheel, and shrinking beneath the lash of a tyrant master, 
can he more hopelessly in the power of his fellow-man, 
than is the sailor in the floating prison of a harsh or unjust 
commander. 

The imaginary divinity which hedges in a king cstenda 
its formidable mantle of power over all human authoritari- 
ans ; and man cringes to the office even where he may 
despise, and would, individually, reject the man. Sea cap- 
tains are monstrous instances of this potential bugbear of 
authority. A savage nature developing itself amid the 
rough scenes of war and strife on the stormy ocean waves, 
hns been known to oppreaa, maltreat, and even destroy the 
livea of noble fellows, whose strength of mind and body 
would have BufEced, again and ngnin, to crush the inhu- 
man tyrant before whom ho bowed, only because he was 
hedged in the magic circle of authority. The principle 
itself is not only wise, hut absolutcdy, arbitrarily necessary, 
in a world of degrees ; hut it ought at least to impress 
upon man the enormous responsibility which he owes to 
that God who has intrusted him with the weal or woe of 
the helplesa human souls who weave their woof of destiny 
within the dominion of hia authority. 

At the time of which we write, the high seag reeked 
with the sighs of white slaves, lashed, and torn, and 
crushed into sin and rebellion, benealh the iron rule of 
remorseleas sea-kings. It may bo better now ; I know 
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not. But O, may kiinl, lovinp angels help the wretched 
sailor, who cowers beneath the joke of u tyrant eom- 
mander, alone on the world of waters, chained to his bit- 
ter life by the narrow planks whioU seiiarate lura from 
destruction. 

Scarcely had our young mariner regitined Bufficier.l 
strength tp crawl about the decks, after a long aiiJ puin- 
lu! attack of typhoid fever, than he was calleil upon to 
share in the hard, stern rule of one of the most bitter 
tyrants (hat ever went to his long account with the freight 
of thousands of Immaii groans on hia spirit. 

Tom worked hard, and well, however, — cheerfully, 
too ; for was not the preoioua voice ever by his side, 
rliispering hope and encouragement, and educating, not 

Uonc his better nature, but his intellect and mind, by the 
intercourse of angel purity and wisdom ? 

A day came, at length, which teated these bright les- 
Bons most severely. The crew were all assembled on the 
quiirter deck, ranged around in their several degrees, and 
Tom stood among them, the xno^t degraded, broken- 
hearted, and miserable being of them alL And yet it 
Iras not for himself that he suffered : the assemblage of 

' Btern. sullen, downcast bejnga were there to witness the 
shameful pitnisbmcnt of the lash, and the subject was a 
poor, miserable, sickly lad, who had been convicted of 
the crime of stealing. The theft was one of the most 
aggravated kind : he had been found abstracting a piece 
of white bread from the captaiu's own larder, and the 
insulting plea that he was hungry, and the ship biscuit 
served out to the crew was disgustingly full of insects, 
only added to the atrocity of the offence, and incurred 
the addition of at least auother dozen lashes, 

Tom had never before witnessed a similar scene, hut 
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Le knew and loved the wretcted culprit. He imbibed 
the BtroDg magnetism of indignation, shame, nad disgust 
whirh the silent crew all manifested ; and, ere he waa 
aware uf the act he nas committing, he stepped up to the 
captain, and, hat in hand, humbly, respectfully, hut firmly, 
solicited to be permitted to receive the punishment in 
pliicH of poor little Joe, because he — the aaid Joe — was 
sick and weakly, and the siild Tom was strong and hearty, 
and better able to beat the flogging. The novelty, no 
less than the audacit)', of this original request ut first 
startled, but finally so delighted, the aea-monster to whom 
it WHS addressed, that ho actually indulged " the lubber's 
fajicy ; " and the coble seaman was permitted to receive 
several dozen of savage stripes, which enabled him to 
retire with bleeding back, shattered frame, and a reputa- 
tion which was dear to the memory of Britbh sailors for 
many, many long years after. 

But this waa not all. No sooner had the gallant sub- 
stitute tottered away from the ladder, than the word was 
given to tie up the unfortunate lad for whom he had hoped 
to have Eufi"ercd, the grim captain declaring that if Tom 
loved thrashing, it was a pity he should not have it ; but 
that was no reason the culprit should be spared, and 
therefore "justice" demanded, "the play being over, 
that the jntnishmcnt should begin." 

For one moment Tom stood with an axe in his hand, 
which he had hastily caught up. For one brief moment 
the tyrant's life hung by a thread, and Tom waa, in intent, 
a murderer; the nest, the axe full powerless from his 
grasp, and he stood listening attentively, but sternly, to 
the voice : — 

"Hold, Tom I what would you do? Can two wrongs 
make one right ? What if you become a murderer ? 
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Could your soul's perditioa ctange lie law which gives 
tliis mnn authority? Couid your resistance change the 
Bjstem, or even save the lad ? Look around you : other 
officers, equally cruel, equally powerful, are ready lo step 
into his place, and execute his orders ; and where would 
you be ? — sliipwreciicd beyond mi/ pawpr lo save you ! 
Henceforth learn to act when you can saff. Speak in 
the riglit of mouhood when God and the Right demand ; 
hut never act unless you can do good, and never speak 
unless you have given yourself time to thiuk. And now, 
Tom, — deax, dear Tom! — having had time to think, it 
is now time to speak f " 

And Bpeak Tom did, in the might of manhood and the 
name of Ood, and, with the spirit of his angel bride on 
his lip.t, ho shouted aloud, " Hold, captain ! You have 
done enoTigh ! The boy shaU not be flogged ! " 

The next instant, as if by magic, the air rung to one 
tremendous shout, echoed from the swelling hearts of the 
outraged and indignant crew, and a terrible scene of 
mutiny raged tliioughout the ship. The officers were 
neither unaccustomed to, nor unprepared for, such scenes. 
Firm and composed they remained at their posts, and, by 
virtue of strong command, some persuasion, and some 
show of determined authority, the riot was soon quelled. 
Still, the unfortunate subject of the mutiny profited by it, 
for he was not flopged, although hia generous defender 
was shortly after placed in irons to await his trial for Ufe 
or death, 

That trial never took place. By what means, was 
never ascertained, — whether by the connii'ance of the 
officers or the determination of the crew, — certain it 
was, that at midnight the captive's chains were mdooscd, 
and he remained concealed in the ship for weeks, fed 
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and protected by his admiring comrades, until n. favorable 
opportunity occurred of convcjing him stcretly on board 
another vessel. 

It boots not now to follow the fortunes of the noble 
Bcaman further in detail ; enough that they led liim over 
the length and breadth of the earth, — in storm and tem- 
pest, in captivity and battle, in sorrow, aickneas, poverty, 
hardship, and old age ; but never, never again did they 
leave him in loneliness. Ever around him, — in the dun- 
geon, on the battle field, in the still hour of cahn, in sweot 
communion with the eternal stars, or the golden, midday 
sun, — in every scene and every vicissitude, the viewless, 
fairy apirit-Toice was his constant companion. 

l)y degrees, the lessons of wisdom, beauty, and refine- 
ment which she whispered into his ear began to tincture 
his character, habits, and speech. Tom began to be noted 
for a sinjakr and wonderfullj' learned man ; auful n» a 
prophet, and wise beyond the simple comprehension of 
his poor, ignorant messmates. He would have been a 
mark, no less of terror than wonder, had he not borne 
those ineffaceable tokens of a pure life and noble pur- 
pose, which triumphed over fear and wonder, ignorance 
and auperntitiou. At times he was heard conversing with 
the fairy presence ; and then it was that hia comrades 
understood that he was not so much " a great magician," 
as one of those "men of God" of ancient days, whom 
the Bible wrote about, who talked with the angels, and 
learned to converse with the wild sea-gulls and the mon- 
sters of the deep. 

At times Tom hcoame embarrasaed with this "fear' 
gome" reputntion. When the tempests roared and the 
angel of destruction hovered over the ships in which he 
sailed, the ignorant and superstitious, who had heard wild 
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of hia intetrourse ivitli inviaiblo beinpa. would be- 
lus intercession with the " demons of the storm," 
DT threaten him, like Jonah, to be cast into the see. 

Fondly we linger over the old sailor's magic life, with 
the angel-Toice and the spirit-air ever around him, with 
the hands of the Immortal wrealhicig the blossoms of 
eternity around his yet mortal footsteps, and breathing 
the fragrance of celestial bowers into the murky atmos- 
phere of his toilsome life. Toilsome, did we say ? Life 
has been a very blessed boon to him. The darkest shades 
■ that ever obscured the vision of humanity have glowed for 
him with the sunlight of heaven ; for heaven within hia 
soul hna never faded awoy since the hour when the bright- 
est of her ministering spirits descended to tell the deso- 
late sailor-boy that heaven wna the inheritance of man, 
the goal of life, and had its locality within the depths of 
a pure and sinksg spirit. 

Eeader, this ia the history of a monomaniac. If an 
English jury had been called to decide upon what topic 
Tom Martin was actuaEy mad. they would have been nt 
a very considerable loss. Still he was a " monomaniae" 
the proofs whereof being, that he was considerably better 
informed, purer in morals, kinder in disposition, more 
refined in habits, more choice in language, more pious, 
honest, and intelligent than most of his other fellow- 
creatures ; and that he, the said Tom Martin, being 
unable to account for the possession of these remarkable 
attributes in a poor, ignorant, unlearned, friendless sailor, 
Otherwise than upon the teaching of " a spirit," the said 
Tom was conceived to be feloniously endued with ille- 
gitimate knowledge ; and yet, not being within the pale 
of the law, he must necessarily be "a monomaniac" f 
If more proof were wanting, he could unerringly predict 
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future events ; and thougb he ever pertina.ciouslf insisted 
that this insight into the future was likewise derived from 
the eommunication of his precious spirit-whisperer, the 
learned of the land (Great Britain) decided that " spirit- 
whisperers " were not held as legal witnesses ; that natu- 
rals, simpletons, and even idiots, had been known to be 
possessed of the gift of prophecy ; that the fact of their 
being wiser than other people was even deemed sufficient 
evidence of gross de£ciencj of intellect, or morals j and so, 
as old Tom Martin had done much good service, he could 
not reasonably be deprived of his good service-pension 
and home in Greenwich Hospital ; and as he was, more- 
over, neither simpleton, natural, nor idiot, but only flagrant 
in the last count, namely, that of being wiser thaji other 
people, his case was finally disposed of under the head of 
Monomaniac. 
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THE HAUNTED GEANGE, 

OR THE LAST TENANT. 

BKING AS ACCOiraT OF TOE LIFE AND TIMES OF MB3. 

HANNAH MOEKISOS, SOllU'l'lMliS STYLED 

THK WITCH OP ROOKWOOB. 



C ir ATTE R I. 

FROM (he remarkable pages of the Causii; Celebris, 1 
once read au nccoiuit of a murder, the details of ivhicli 
mudc Euch a. strong impression on my mind, that I am 
eniibk'd to give verbatim one or two extracts from the tria.!. 
The first is touching the appearance ; the second rcfurs to 
the life and reputation of the alleged murdcrcHS. Thcj 
arc as follows : — 

" The lamentaili Murder of Ltaitcnant Willinm Rochenler, R. N., 
and the Trial of Dame Hsster or Htaaiah PUcaira fir thai iciaied 
deed. 

"TIiEhBg, — far sure] If she UanE, and might RUn paSH for Q wiCoh 
that could mnr so 6ne a piece of Niilure's work oa Master Lieu- 
(enont liocheslcr, a !,'oodlj- yojing man, iind well to do, — the bog 
liu<n caifio forwnrd, welt guarded by cozistables Higgina and Pe'U; 
and u lerribl'^ sight it waa for Chriitinn men to look upon rjoe bo 
uld Hud striclieii in yc-jira ; she was» na Bccimod to be, nigh upon 
eighty, and abe ported hersplf mightily, and like one wlio wna no 
Wnya concerned ill this mont wicked murdtt ; and wbcu she cried 
nloud upon God for a witneas to her inuaeence, ahe re^'caled her 
iniquity to all, saying, 'My Ood, help ma!' which showed that 
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cottree of oct^r ci^ic'* I:«ifs, Kfc,i.>se potas bjiTe diTereeii so 
widrlj 3ora the beatt^ Trick o;' ..•tu o«e, iKit. asifcle to 
rornprtner;d ti? or.e spnn^ uroa wiich, peiiaps, the 
who'.s stcrc: of ifae liiversitT H=^-d. ws harie beta fiitB 
to coctent ourselves ■H-i:a suTamiag vp our juirrnent 
in the often-ottered remark. "WeQ, it's tctv stnnj:?; 
what odd people there aie in the world, to be sure ! " 
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How many limca tliuse trite acntcnces were uttercJ in 
the village of Rookwood, (a remote acil oliKfushioiiiiI sub- 
urb to a large metropolitun town la the nortb of England.) 
during the last ccnturj-, we cannot correctly state ; but we 
have reason to bflieve that they terminated every debate, 
held not less than sii timca a day upon an average, with 
which the good people of Rookwood were wont to canvass 
tbe life and times of Airs, llannuh Morrison, the last ten- 
ant of Rookwood Orange. 

Few people knew much of the hbfory of llookwood 
Grange ; fewer still had taken any particular intereal in 
the snyings and doings of its Inst inhabitant at the trmo 
when she might fairly have laid claim to be the subjctt of 
such interest ; but now that she was old, very old indeed, 
and worn and decrepit, and in all likelihood would soon 
pass away from sight and memory altogether, a strange 
and universal interest began to he manifestod abovit t!ie 
little remnant of life which she yet had to spin out. It 
was not that she had wealth to leave ; poor, old Hannah ! 
she was the last and only dependant of o broken family, 
who had died off one after the other in the descending 
scale of prosperity, while the ones stately manor house 
had sunk into a ruin, tbe onee high and noble owners of 
the soil had become petty inbabitanls, iind the owl and the 
bat had shared, with the last threadbare and ruined forms 
of the house of Rook wood, the de.40late hearth and 
crumbling halls, which had once been the pride of llie 
bounty side. But the house was haunted, folks said; old 
Hannah lived there all alone : 'tia true she had lived there 
time out of mind ; beyond, in fact, the memory of the far- 
famctl '■ oldest inhabitant ; " but living there now, when 
not a single creature beyond the aforesaid owls, bats, and 
muy be u very abstemious rat or two, such a one as could 
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live on food more fitted for the imagination than (Tie coi 
porcal frame, these being the only rccngnizcd companiona 
whom old, dreary Hannah was known to entertain in her 
deep solitude, people would talk, would wondir how she 
could bear it, and whether or no she was not in renlity 
iu stirae way connected with the vaf^ie and undefined 
tales of "glamour'' and mystery which had long been 
nhinpered about the village in connection with either the 
house or its inhabitants, it was not precisely determined 
which. 

Tiio night is bitterly cold, a sliarp, driving wind is whirl- 
ing round and round the ruined gables, and whistling in 
long and mournful cadence through the iivenue of leafless 
trees which leads up to the desolate old pile. Ruin, every 
where ruin ! grass-grow'n courts, and moidderinf; waUa, 
supported by the very ivy which has ao long been eating 
into tlielr joUt3 end stays, aad ia one remote coraei there 
glimmers a feeble light, dim, uncertain, and visionary its 
the old mass of buildings itself. 

Now tlie moon, gleaming coldly through the wild, tem- 
pestuous clouds, which ever and anon drive acroM the 
black November sky, reveals all the picturesque points of 
the tumble-down old place, leaving its more painful details 
in the favoring shadow of night. Let us follow the faint 
glimmer of Hannah's lamp, push open the crazy door 
iilrcady swinging on its broken hinges to and fro in the bit- 
ter blast, creep doubtfully ^irough many a dim and moul- 
dering passage, and crossing the once bright hall where 
yet the tattered banners wave, and the antlercd pride of 
the forest tella the tale of gallant chase and jovial hunt, 
where rusty spear and bruken lance repose against tho 
crumbling walls iu idle memory of dead chivalry and long- 
forgottea patriotism, let us enter a small, old-fasbioneil, 
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tapestried room, the onlj' habitable comer of the dosolnte 
Orange, wliere sits in lonely stute the last tenant of Rook- 
wood Grange. She is cluri in aa unccrlaiii colored gar- 
ment. Doubtless its original shade had been black ; it 
■was now brown, rusty brown, except where a, patch or 
two denoted its proprietor's total disregard of a union of 
colors. Still its tiireadbare and most meagre appearance was 
ledeeroed by the snow-white apron-kcrcliief and coif, which 
had been dcco^ou^lJ' arranged about tho sad figure, giving 
the most touching and delicate evidence that proprielj 
and cleanliness had tj'iumphed ovor age and poverty. Her 
face, pale and worn as that of the d«d, denoted entreme 
old age ; but there was, nevertlicless, something kind and 
affectionate In its wistful lineaments, gentle and womanly 
in its harshest outlines. At the moment when we first 
inttodnce her to the reader, she had removed her old, worn 
spectacles, and was carefully wiping tliem, prijijarnttity to 
reneiving ilic task of filling up witli pen and ink the sheets 
(hut were before her. As she resumed her task, she 
sighed, and looked ruefully at the still wet, huge blots 
whic'li had poured from her dim eyes to the alrtiady some- 
what obscure page. Old Hannah turned over that leaf 
and many others : but, turn where she would, the same 
evidences of bitter tears and blotted pages met her eves, 
and, shaking her head with a very doubting smile, she 
muttered, " If he ever finds it, 'lis ten to one ir he can 
make it out." One single rap, short, but very distinct, on 
the panel of the door, would have caused any one but 
Hannah to turn to it inteirogalively. She did not heed it, 
however, hut went ou soliloquizing aloud: " Xo, indeed; 
he may not find it, but then ogain he may." This lime 
the knock was repeated with two additions. " Very 
likely; well, perlinpn I may feel certain he will." Again 
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the knoelting ; aiircly old Hannah must be deaf, or so 
unaccustomed to visitors that she never thoug-ht of aaj-iiig, 
"Come in," A long pause ensued, and then she mur- 
mured, " Shall I ever, O, shall I ever behold him again on 
earth ? " Roused perhaps by the sound of her voice, 
another snmmonB, conBiatin]^ of three distinct and forcible 
rapa oa the door, was heard. "Soon?" cried the obtuse 
woman. Again the knocking cesounded, and again Che 
ileal hermit relapsed into silenee : at lengtli she shook her 
H-ithcred head, and muttered, "Yes, ever yes — promise, 
pruniiGe ! but, alas ! it wUl be in another and better world ; 
I have waited too long in this in vuin." So saying, she 
resumed her stump of a pen, and, carefully tilting the 
broken flower vase that sen-ed her for an inkstand, 
scratched away at some old, mildewed sheets that purported 
to be the " teal history of Mrs. Hannah Morrison." 

We maj look over tlic old body's slioulder as much as 
we please, for there is no one there to interrupt us hut a 
poor black cat, almost as blind and wearied-looking as its 
mistress. Silence and desolation are there, and nought 
disturbs the niter doserlion of that lone room hut the 
scratching of Hannah's pen and the occasional tap, tap, of 
a still unsatisfied visitor, who often and seemingly vainly 
courted her attention by sundry appeals to the door, walls, 
and even, as it appeared, under the very table at which 
she was writing; and still she wrote on, sometimes raising 
bcr head and uttering a short sentence, as if actually con- 
versing with her unseen visitor, at other times responding 
only by a motion of her lips ; and this very eccentric habit 
of talking to heraelf it was, which, combined with the 
remarkable noises which bats, owls, and other indescribable 
adjuncts to old ruins produced, that procured for Rookwood 
Grange the reputation of being haunted, and for Hannah 
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Morrison tbe chnrnrter of q witch. The poor old woman'i 
conjecture that some one, for whom she was preparing with 
BO much ewe the liistory of "my life," might be unable to 
read It, was well, foundeil, for althou^jh I am accustomed to 
decipher all manner of scruwls, a constant succession of 
mistakes, a perpetual miAture of tears and ink, a stump 
of a pen, and eyes of cif;hty-flve, ore loo much e^'en for 
my patience, and I am driven to seek other means of in- 
formation. What they are matters not ; suffice it (bat 
they are araiiable, and the result in the following particii- 
lars of the life and times of Mrs. Hannah Morrison. 



Chapter II. 



Towards the end of the ysar 1780, the master of Rook- 
wood Grange was walking sloivly and eadly by the «ide of 
the deep and rapid river that ran parallel with hia own 
park walk. The de^vy twilight of an evening late in au- 
tumn had just given place to deepening niglit. There was 
B damp cliillircss in the air, as if the dying summer was 
already witberinp in the old grasp of l^'intcr. Edward 
Rookmood was young, handsome, the father of two lovely 
children, and the husband of a highly accomplished wife ; 
yet the sadness of broken fortunes and thwarted ambition 
was on his brow. Like all those whose affections are cen- 
tred in the materialities of the fleeting moment during 
which we sojourn on this earth, disappointment and a 
restless craving for something, any thin^, more, beyond, 
or above what he aetually possessed, forever- oppressed 
hia mind. 

Had he lived in the pure light of Spiritualism, his un- 
qniel aapirationa, ever tending, as they did, to the true and 
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after .'" W-siId ic be ail r^'* ? CjuLi it be i^aitMit ? A 
prick ot' mg iae« biiufe. =ie ^icp i»ot!i oc :ne KaoC^st 
Kpdie aififac p«£sca 3* saKhiy «sk-jc. lad tee out :1» 
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wuhfai cim- ■"The wul s^vsr iii;*.'" aturaiUKd tie msh- 
in(5 ftHTEnt. " The seal lives lOKier," wtti?^wr*d the 
drbij breeae. — Forever, tctever,"" s;injr the looe sbn 
which now begaa to twickle &iczii ooe by one, repe&ttng 
th< tale of creacion. and poLncin^ oa the dial ptkte of the 
firmament to the watcbwwd eteroitj. 

'• Eternity '. etemitr I etemitr ! ~ shrieked a human soul, 
)ir''akinf; from its narrow prison-house in the wild stniggle 
of the foamiri];; waters beneath the Terr feet of the half un- 
onHMdim dreamer. A suicide! — that suicide a woman ! 
— met his horror- struck gaze. O, the deep lesson which 
the proMinco of Tiolent, criminal death reads to the nH»t 
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hardened human heart ! With a frantic effort to rescue 
tlie sii.king form, Edward Rciokwood dished into the river, 
struggling with the desperation of a self- convicted mar- 
derer to sare another from the terrible crime which he had 
but a momonl before so coolly contemplated. 

He succeeds in dragging a human form from the tierce 
torrent, and with much difficulty places it on the grccu 
bank beside him. A human form ! Alas, 'Ua but a farm I 
Some fearful change has come over the creature, which a 
minute ago was a temple of as immortal spirit. Nature, 
in her truth and innocence, shrinks Irom the disorj^anixed 
mass, destitute of the only spark which rendered it lovely. 
Edward Rookwood gazed in awe and terror on the woman 
who bad killed her body, and asked where was her spirit 
gone. He felt she was dead ; every nerve and fibre ercpt 
with a cold shudder in response to the spirit within, which 
toltl him he was looking on one who hdil rusiicil hcudlong 
into the va^t ahyss of eternity, and, shuddering for the suf- 
fering soul which he felt was gone to its unprepared ac- 
count, he raised the body on his arm with the hopclesg 
view of again senrciiing for the eiliiiguished spark of 
vitality. A low, waihng cry arrested him. He turned 
and gazed on a little ragged, forlorn -looking child, of about 
five years old. 

" O, mother, mother ! " she cried, " why don't you speak 
to me ? 0, why did you go into the cold river without 
me ? O, mother, mother 1 do speak to little Hannah ; she 
does love you so, mother ! and this good gentleman will 
give us a loaf of bread, and some pennies to buy gin with, 
if you'll only look up and speak to me," 

What a history did these few words, nnd the torn rags 
of the miserable little orphan, reveal ! He gazed oti the 
swullen, bloated features of the corpse ; youth, heauly, gin. 
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l>i[ i.Igs.t tit vHlize workho^Me beld the wretched 
ti^Aiz,* 'j1 »3 ci::.k!vo:rT: fern&I^ scicide. and thf iiiiaz fiain 
of 0::^ of tbe miMt desoUte litde orphias thAt bad ever 
cntTtd its pieciacU. The geceroas master c^ Rookwood 
Gnnge wo'Jd Eun hare taken the fof^aken rrestmc' iota 
hi* OVQ fatnilj ; bat Mn. Rookwood was * ladj wbOM 
ahl-uAT^iice of tiee was maoifested in tkaaiiiag its ciH^rt, 
DfA in airing it ; and «o she wocid not for the universe 
admit witLio hex doors the oS^pnng of a dnmkanl, a mur- 
dewtts, and a wretch of wbom no account could erer be 
gained. In a few r«ar$ this LuIt depsned to give an ac~ 
count of her stewardship in the unknown land of souls, 
and Mr. Rookwood, who neTcr lost sight of the poor litdc 
cnphan of the workhouse, determined to interest himselT 
more immediately in her behalf. Hannah, as she had 
given her name, vas non* twelve years old, and on everr 
occasion when )lr. Rookwood had, in his capacitv of a 
parish officer or guardian, risitcd the trorkhouse, he had 
been overwhelmed nith complaints of her unaccoontable 
eccentricities. She had the faculty, the matron declared, 
of producing the most mysterioas noises — knockings, and 
other sounds — which seemed to follow her wherever she 
went ; consequently, as she declared, she must he either 
their author or cause. Mr. Rookwood reflected, and then 
supposed she must be a ventriloquist, and produced the 
obnoxious noises for mischief. The matron could not tell ; 
Hannah was not mischievous ; oij the contrary remarkably 
nmiiilile ; still she would not or could not give any account 
of the kiiwkings ; hence she was a perfect terror to the 
ntiKlihorliuod. Then she was often caught conversing 
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■Trith the air, for no one was ever seen willi her. yet »lie 
aot'tncd to be iioliiing c Oliver* at iotis nilli some one. 

"With herself, j-ou mean," cried Mr. Rookwood; "lliere 
is BOtbing very unusual in that, is there ? " 

Tlic inalfon psliui>'cd and pshawed ; no, it wnt not with 
kerself^ for she hod beea known to ask questions, nnd wait 
and listen as if for an answer ; and yet ulwuys deiiit'ii it 
when detected and questioned ; but worse still, she pre- 
dicted cvcxy thing that happened. 

"Worse! Excellent, you mean," replied her patron; 
*■ Bbe shall set to work and write an almanac." 

Hut, ahovo all, her greatest delinquency was a horrible 
power which slie possessed of turning people alinoat to 
Btoae ; for one day the matron hod entered the ward uu' 
expectedly. and found twelve of her young companions 
lanfjed up against the wall in a row, all fast asleep ; ao 
last indeed, that she, the matron, could not wake them 
with all her scolding and shaking ; and the terrible little 
witch had to ion from one to the other, making mysterious 
itigns, ere they all woke up ; when they declared they Imd 
' steii beautiful sights — of fields, and gardens, and foun- 
tains — and been so happy that they had tven forgotten 
they were parish charges, and were hungry, cold, nnd 
miserable. 

Despite all these abominable accusations, Mr, Rook- 
wood, being a bold man, took the little mystic into his 
nouse, gave her good clothes, kind advice, and a fair 
scliooling ; let her wait upon his daughter, a child a year 
younger than herself, and found in hi-r the loveliest, Itiiid- 
eat, most intelligent and aficclionatc little handmaid that 
ever tended upon princess in a feiry tnle. 

Years rolled on, and though Hannah Morrison's eccen- 
tricities were confirmed facta, her atniahdity, her beauty. 



60 



THE HAUNTED GBAKGE, 



Bnd her intensB attachment to iier benefactor and Lla 
liiinily, rendered lier inexpressibly dear lo ihem atl. The 
old tumbk'-doivn mansion of Rookwood Grange had long 
enjoyed thi; reputation of being haunted ; but since the 
admission of Hiinnah within its crazy walla, fresh and tan- 
gible sources of supiirstitiouc speculation had every where 
presented themselves, Mysterious -voices, wlusperings 
which seemed to proceed from the Tiewlesa oir, unac- 
countable lights, and even in the dim gloaming of twilight 
a shadowy form, as of a woman with dripping garments 
and streaming hair, had been identified with the old house 
for some years ; and wild stories were in circulation re- 
specting the origin of thcae mysteries, which the family 
disregarded, but which the villagers placed such implicit 
belief in, that Rookwood Grange crime at last to he re- 
garded as an infected ship in the midat of a Seet, who 
were all micertai'l of the actua] reality and nature of an 
evil which they more than suspected^ and shrank from 
with terror. 

Within the haunted mansion doubts and misgivings pre- 
vailed no less keenly than in the circle of village gossips. 
Sights and sounds, alike unaccountable and alarming, 
seemed ao pertinaciously to attach themselves to the pres- 
ence of the hapless Hannah, that nothing hut the warm 
affection which subsisted between the Rookwoods and 
herself Gould have so long maintained their tender inter- 
course. The poor girl would at times amuse them with 
impromptu tales of other lands, glowing with beauty and 
delight, which made their pulses heat and their nerves 
shiver in response to her wild strain of inspiration. Some- 
times she would break out into a rhapsody of delicious po- 
etry, and anon sing airs of new and uuimaginabie beauty, 
in tones whose melting tenderness thrilled every heart. 
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/■here she acquired the knowledge nnd prnctice of these 
actompUshmpiits was a profound mystery ; but as their 
exhibition was often accompanied by remarkablo and 
never-failing predictions, Mr, Rookivood, in hta mooda 
of dreamy abstraction, would pronouncE ihc girl a modern 
type of the ancient prophetesses of Greece and Rome, and 
bade his children mind what Hatinah said, fot she was 
always right; then, shutting himself up in his library, 
he would ponder over the history of Cossandrit, assure 
himself that there was an exact parallel between her cose 
and that of Hannah Morrison, and, ganing down on ths 
sleeve of his old dressing-gown, wliieh iiis nffcctionato 
ami industrious protegee had so neatly patched, wonder 
where the convenient rags were gone into which he had 
been used to stick his pen. 

Mr. Rookwood'a family consisted only of one son and 
d-iughter. The latter, Alice, was engaged Id a young 
offiocr, who had been recently quartered in their neigh- 
borhood; and, thoagh both the young people M-ere poor, 
the aristocriitic blood whith ran in their veins rendered 
the match a congenial one to the broken-down gentle- 
man ; and so he looked complaeeTitly upon the prepara- 
tions which the ever-nctive sou! of the place — bright, 
cheerful, bustling Hannah — was carrying on with spirit 
enough for the whole family. 

The fair bride herself, gentle, loving, and inanimate, 
looked oa in perfect content and paasivit)-, while Han- 
nah, no longer lier servant, but her friend, contrived and 
arranged, and drew forth from mouldy cupboards and iron- 
bound trunks — tho dim repositories of moth and mould — 
stiff brocades and once gorgeous silks, which had rustled 
through the splendors of bygone ages in the adornment 
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tiA sstet : bat frt>3 tbe tiise vbea ^ler first fdt the 
ps!if» of Kpsrariaa — iha! k, wbea vwui^ Roofcvood 
eattTtd the estt, sad set off oa his first ^nyage — Hiui- 
nab and Kutt knew and apptetuted the intense depA 
of their rastnal affecdoD, and their sab$e<)aent meetings 
an4 bitter UiewtJii were all mide with a thoosand tows 
of love and Bdelity — the only balm ther could apply to 
the heavy doom of ieparatioo. 

Alice was of course their confidant, and in all respects 
proved a generous advocate of her brother's nnselfish 
cljoice ; yet neither of tbe young people had as yet found 
cowuffi; to communicate tbcir wishes to Mr. Rookwood ; 
and he, in the abstraction of his peculiarly absent nature 
and overwhelming family misfortunes, had nerer thought 
of, or oven suspected, the little plot that was forming to 
defeat all hit arrangements. 

Tlie fair Alice became a bride. Hannah, with mingled 
tmilui and tears, sobs and congratulations, hung round 
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ber neck, and then saw her depart for her new &nd 
untried sphere of life's struj;L;le3. 

Mr. Rooknood hiid spent much time in London on 
business, as lie allegtd. of the last importante. His son, 
the young sailor, had been summoned to join him ; and 
it was after an absence of many weelts that the faded 
form of the old gentleman was again pressud to the heart 
of the weeping Haonati, as she ran to meet her benefactor 
on the grass-grown steps of his now fully-mortgaged house 
and domain. 

Hannah had often remarked the sad ravages which time 
and sorrow were working on the once noble form of 
Edward Rook woo d ; but at this meeting she was struck 
with a deep consciousness of a change beyond any ivhich 
had yet wTOUghl upon his physical frame. Hia thin white 
hairs no longer contended with the fading ■brown which 
had once been the pride of his fiEe head. Hia sunken 
cheeks, pale lips, and dim, wistful eyes told of ages of 
suffering, and even privation, that went to the heart of 
his deeply sensitive protegee. As he ltd her into the 
house he perceived the emotion with which she regarded 
him, and strove to beguile her painful scrutiny hy common- 
place remarks. He told her that little Kdivard. Alice's 
oldest child, had had the small -po:(, and was to come 
down to the Grange in a few days for dear aimty Hannah 
to nurse him ; that little Mary, the second child, would 
follow, as her mother was going with her husband to Ire- 
land for a few weeks, and that the baby wanted some of 
[hone little dainty socks which none but Hannah's nimble 
fingers could mamifaetiiro. While thus conversing they 
w»lked towards Mr. Rookwood's hhrary, and as lie entyriid 
it the picture of comfort it presented shot a pang into his 
henit such as he had never known before. The autumn 
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8im was Itissing the tops of the distant hilb, and faintly 
ill II rni a a ting thy colored panDS of the shaded windoivs ; 
the chill evening air, autumnal but keen, was 3tealiiit> la 
through the creeping tendrils of the rose and jasmine, 
rendering the sight of a bright, cheerful fire a perfect 
luxury. Boside the warm, inviting hearth stood the old 
leathern easy-choir, footstool, uud slippers of the expected 
guest, and the cloth spread for a dinner and tea com- 
pleted the arrangements for comfort and welcome which 
his tender adopted chdd had prepared. 

Heaving a deep sigh, and pushing the chair back near 
the window with an air almost amounting to hopelesB 
despair, Mr. Rook wood beckoned Hannah to come to 
him. She obeyed, kneeling on his footstool and fondly 
caressing his white and trembling hand. Then it waa 
that he told her he knew of her love for Harry, his adora- 
tion of hft ; that Alice had married a beggar, — herself 
und her chdilrcn were starving ; he himself was dependent 
on the mercy of his creditors for a Bheltet for his gray 
head; and that Harry had not even the means to pur- 
chase his necessary naTal equipments, unless — and here 
the hoarse voice of the speaker betrayed his deep agony — 
unless he, Harry, the admired, the handsome, aristocratic, 
and gnllant young sailor, immediately accepted the offer 
of a fair, young, and noble bride, wealthy and influential, 
the daughter of an admiral, and one who, having seen and 
loved t)ie young man, had induced a doting father to 
make this tender of her hand and fortune. 

That night, in the cold, white nioonlijtht, beside the 
deep, rapid river where her wretched mother Jiad sought 
the dark shores of eternity, the mlaerahle Hunnah sat 
alone — alone with God, her own blighted heart, and the 
spirit of the dead. In thought at least, and oflcn in low 
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nd broken murmurs, the nnhappy young girl spemed to 
bold intercourse with some viewless being, nbo spoke to 
her inner life in a language which that BiDgular young 
creature at least seemed to recognize and appreciate. All 
night she spent in that plaee of tenor ; and when [he gra)*, 
cold morning Bailed up in slow wreaths of miHty fog over 
the dewy woods and lawn, Hannah Morriaon, with slroipht, 
damp locks, and gaiments saturated with the heavy dew, 
might be seen flitting like an unquiet spectre back to her 
desolate home, with a blighted life, a scared heart, and an 
eiistence totally devoid of aim, purpose, or vitality. Her 
youth was gone. Joy and hope were lopped off forever ; 
tiie bare, naked truth of her existence alone remained, and 
Hannah would henceforth live because it was God'^ will ; 
but the vista of her existence would never more pre.scut 
any point for her aching vision to rest on but the ahadowy 
portals of the realms of spirit-land, 

"I will obey thy behest, my mother," she murmured, 
as she drew her cloak round her shuddermg form, and 
traversed mournfully, but firmly, the dark fields bathed in 
heavy dew, " 1 will devote mj life to the benefit of /liin 
and his i I will never quit the mansion which has so long 
sheltered me while life remains ; I will never forsake one 
member of that family to whom I owe so much ; I will 
never fail to work, strive, and labor for them; 1 will be as 
the ivy which clings around the crumhiing wnlls ; I will 
support, sustain, and comfort them to the utmost limit of 
my feeble power ; but, like that wy, my life shall hence- 
forth bucome identified with the old ruin; and if I can 
but once perform any act beneficial to him, his fair bride, 
or — or — those who may come after him, Hannah Mor- 
rison will not have lived in vain." 

6* 
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Cxi.?r2K ttl- 



seareocs b itis : Tiers ir; aiuineaJS 3J p^^tt omc'i laitk 

eombiaes to imM oor pcofE^ss: isii cw ^kirene resolts 
of our best Liiii xbeai/ts jc .icdoa >.-iiI spon as, vicfa s 
swiden u>d imleat oppusliiua Si onz vilL ED paTi^e. Tien 
it u thill th^e ^iiTTttm mjTafjt irha sjKak to ns tliTOQgh 
die still siEoU voice oc gc:r .>va sciiJs. map oat for ns a 
SnaL and holiec chsrt. In wiii>:h our F j t iir g exiftmee taxj 
avoid tin sbimis ami i«e& of the post ; th«a it is that, 
haTii]7 admit:^ into ocr isC^riur ^les a parer iollaciicei 
and detemtiiieiii apoa a nobler principle of actH» in coe> 
fonntCT with the inTistblij warcings vithls. we become 
doublj gvOtr is sinking b«ck inct> the tottooas paths i^ 
nror ; and thas it is that thoM who kart ««n the Ugbt, and 
jet choose the darkness, are £ur tUnstratioas of the apbo- 
mm vith which we started ; or. in a word, t^alize the par- 
able of the man, whose hoase being " sw^pt and garnished, 
went and took nnto himself seven derils worse than the 
first ; " and so the last state of that man was infinitely 
more perilous than the former. Thns thought and rea- 
soned the nnhappj Hannah Morrison, when, on the dsj of 
her lover's weddio^, she remembered her lonely walk in 
the cold dawn of the morning by the river of her mother's 
lant crime, and remembered, too, the good intentions which 
had grown out of her long and bitter ^self-commnnion ; 
and now the strength of those intentions was to be tried 
by the sight of him she adored as the vein of her heart. 
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the snn of her life, the element of her helnw, -vowing 
a]le(;iaucc to one whom in her inmost consciousness she 
helieved he could not love. 

" I would buy his happiness with the misery of a lonj; 
life," she thought, " I would drink ibe cup of sorrow to 
the very dregs ; I would steep myself to the very hpa in. 
poverty, suffering, and want to insure him a life of jim- 
shioc and peace. But 0, to meet bis hnjjgntd eyes, 
turned so imploringly to mine, without the power, or even 
now, nlas ! the right to spenk ono word of comfort to him ! 
Harry, Harrj' ! I could bear thy loss ; but I cannot thus 
endure to witness thy sufferings ! " 

Thus, in the depths of her writliing spirit, alone in her 
remote little chamber, reasoned the sorrowful girl, while the 
Tillage bells rung out their merry peals of hollow, mock- 
ing laughter over the sacrifice of the perjured bridegroom. 

Ding dong ! ding dong ! on they dash and fibber, 
whilB the village maids strew pale roses and spotless lilies 
beneath the feet of the fair and haughty bride. Ding 
dong 1 ding dung! pealing on the tuneful requiem of the 
dead heart of the myetable young bridegroom. Ding 
dong ! ding dong ! they shriek in the ears of the con- 
science-stricken father, who bares his white head to the 
breeze which seems whispering, " Tbou hast sold thy child, 
and bartered thy peace of mind for a meas of pottage." 

Weep for the mocking mirth of thiit sinful weddinjj day. 
Mourn for the white lips which pronounced false oaths at 
the altar dedicated to God and truth. Censure, yet pity, 
the guilty father who conspired to crush out the light of 
life and hope ttora two loving young hearts, that hc^night 
provide a home and comforts for that doubtful morrow 
which man may never dare to call hie omi. 

Ding dong ! ding dong ! Will the dash of that mock- 
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Uk qiurt nBmge iletpa. ifcA &e ifleace of tke brakea- 



tndal pntr dov road tke 

AbstractnUr with the onap 
Uk da>k trcoB of tfe bnde, OB 



Wres its trace to 



show A*l • tv««tkiHg 9D«1 ■j~^—'^~~' n^ its bcaatilal 
hnt Gftlns CMkrt. 

And araaid sad audit t hf aB fits the g^saring form 
of Haonahi aa kagcr tte |^ccfial«hiB «f joy ud impulse. 



bat A qnkt. suMoed bcti^. 



tk« fr««hM?S3 of 



yoatli aad the in-t^mg nt hofe bad Aepattid {orerer. 
Itt meti^m ibe is tiie ""— ^ of otkr &n, aaticipaliBg 
tnd proridiBg lor t^ «sats of aH ■roond Iter; but tbe 
*oq1 witliia U cfta^ed. aad it* hipess wng&s do«n Imt 
OBce buoyuil step, stunpe its ripd fines abont tbe close- 
set lips, and erer sad aaon fiteams htA in iA^tes at mHi 
agonj IB the stnagfly (sight but nstlss vyv^ 

As the oigkl ereept beavilj on^tlie oU oud, witluiat 
attempting to meet ber waaderiag j^aace, asks hrr lo sii^ 
one of the soags be much loved to hear. Hie air is 
named ; 'tis a mar; stnin. fiill of hope and promise, and 
might shed some kindred warmth orer the wearr ciiHe- 
IlsaDah, cTcr wilUng to oblige, prepares to accompsnT hrr- 
E^If on Alice's lute, and a sweet, gay sympbonT strikes ihe 
first raj of gladness to the heart of that bridal part; which 
tbey have known since the sacrifice was consumniBCed. 
But, wen as she atlcmpls to gire utierance to the spar- 
kling metre of the song, the fixed and gleaming eyes up- 
turned to beoven bespeak a soul raj)t and preoccupied ; 
her fingers etiay unconsciously among the strings ; strange. 
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^viJd chords Iiemld a now stniin, and the followjng word* 
spring spQiitaneously, and, as was evident (o nil, ircL'sislilily 
from her parted lips, adapted to an air oxquisllclj puthetic, 
but peculiar^ mournful, and thrilling : — 

Borlt ! the bells of th*? rllTngp ntv ppnllng s iitralu 
Of n^oicia^ iD'I ^latlniiiiF, wtiUi? uver Ihi: lujila 

Couk, baito to tbc brJiIjil of Margtirot (he Hilr. 

Tlicf 4re wgcIjI^I -, the brlLlegroom hif nvrrm llic tklftfi attlti 
VfhWU hns boupd lijm in f4rl:E4Ta liin si^irit maHl loHtlie ^ 
For blB vows or ilcvolluu are |M^rJiiry tlitTc, 
Aod hlB bnnd, Dot his boartt JB with Mai^rmi'l tliC fair. 

O, wiy^v Jbr Hie brJflDl, ni-ampoHl iuhI .Irwir* 
WljerelLj^ rAlaogod of Ivcte Iv UoverEn^-- ncnr ^ 
i*, vi'y:p for ^hc ilnrlnicBfl foat ^'Jilbi'rJiig Ihcr* i 
'TiB the nlgljt of ttiy youug lUV, O Mw^'Tet tho fair t 

Never more Hhidl the Bonllghl of hope on thoe ihine ; 
Kcver more shall t?io honjcof oOei'tiou b« Ibtue ^ 
Tby bridegroom Is withering beqenTlx the s^d rliuia 
Wbldi Eijibbutiud lilfo fur Ui^e ta iho tillu-oF guin; 
Tboii ithFill drlnt of tbe i-up of brig'bt joy never mnrv) 
Thaa slmlt vntA \a Jtcmun of aweei. ji^uiU uevi^r mors, 

No on^elii uto DPAr tliee tby futiiTO to cbotr, 
Th&t ruling flo fmuglit with dui^p d/irknofitf und fe-sr , 
Thine ofTBitring iu ibamc and afllJotJou nhaM moui'ii 
Tbf bridal, juiU ourac the doik hour thoy woro bom- 

Hhrk ! the bellfl or the Tiling'' nrc pealing a Btrnia 
Of vftnjlng- ^nd puduoeti, ^blje over tin? maia 
Tbls song Ifl reiichoiid in <;iiLlT?ncQa drccir, 
"Woe I woe to the bridal of Uiir^piret tbo foir- 

Confpsioa and astonishment were in every face ; gnef 
and tenor filled the hearts of all who listened to ihla ill- 
omened aong ; but the prophetess liersclf heeded ihem 
not. The old man, who had arisen in anger to reproTS 
the bitterness of Che disappointed maiden, received her iu 
Ilia arma insensible; he hore her sadly and tenderly from 
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the apartment, leaving behind him in the mind of the 
bride a sting which time ripened into a deep, dcadlj-, and 
unquenchable hatreJ, not alone of tlie boding son^istress, 
but of all who had any share iii the union which she had 
BO unwittingly formed. 

Ediviird Rookuood saw the home of his childhood re- 
deemed from the prey of the spoiler by the wealth of his 
son's bii4c; he was enabled to receive his widowed Alice 
and her three fatherless orphans beneath his roof, and eon- 
fide them once more to the care of the ever fond and loving 
Hannah ; but he also felt in his heart of hearts that the 
doom of the evil-doer was upon him, and the shadow of 
wrong was darkening his house. Already the fiat had gone 
forth that he should lay the treasures, for whom he had 
shipwrecked the happiness of two joung hearts, bGneath. 
the sods of the churchyard. One ty one the young blos- 
soms, which he bo cherished, faded and died ; and Alice 
herself, the patient, long-enduring victim of pulmonary 
complaint, laid her head on the bosom of her distracted 
foster sister, and joined the angels, with whom her pure 
spirit had long held spirit communion in the depths of her 
soul. To nurse the little suSerers ; in their waywardness 
and pain to smooth their pillows; ait, ever wolchl'ul, 
patient, and kind, through the long watches of the night, 
tending and soothing them, — had been Hannah's yearly 
routine of duty. 

The wild extravagance and reckless folly of Harry's fine 
wife soon narrowed his power to aid his old father and 
suffering sister; nnd it was Hannah's task to eke out their 
scanty means by a thousand ingenious devices and unceas- 
ing labor. Early in the biting frosts of the winter morn- 
ings she might he seen digging roots and vegetables for 
tlreir day's provisions, and gathering herbs to compound 
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Hieh tncdieines as hpt akill dictated. Tiii» skill wbs singu- 
larly enough escrcised in the aurrounding hainicts, where 
tbe poor folks come from far and near to get cured of every 
manlier of complaiul by the wonderfully efRtacious loucli 
of ike good doctress. Even those who were disjiosed to 
ridicule het curative power, and question with pious awe 
the source from whence these miracles were wroujrht, could 
not deny the facts that the diseaaed were made whole, 
and that the simple prcscriplions of Hannah Morrison 
acted upon Buffering creatures whom the learned among 
the medical faculty had pronounced inciirahle, even as the 
waters of Jordan worked on the frame of the leper in the 
d»ys when Jcaua of Nu^aretli t)iide the dead arise ia the 
nttmo of the living God. 

For the honor of human nature we might suppress the 
odium, instead of gratitude, which followed most of tliese 
exhibitions of thG kind Hanuah'a inepiralion ; but when 
we remember that they whom Jesus devoted his life to 
heating, leaching, and benefiting, condemned their Saviour 
to an ignominious and shameful death, we cannot wonder 
that the epithet of witch, and isolation from all human 
companionship hut such as she dwelt among, wore the 
only rewards which the poor physician ever received for 
her bounteous gifts of health and strength diffused with 
generous willingness to all who sought her aid. The ex- 
ceptions to her singular faculty of healing were, alas ! 
among tlioso whom she woidd have given her own life to 
benefit. On the family of her protectors there seemed to 
hang a doom which no human skill or foresight could avert. 
One by one they sunk beneath the fell ravages of consump- 
tion. In vain did the unhappy Hannah nurse, and pet, 
and caress the little ones whom, as the children of her be- 
loved Alice, she cherished as her own heart's core. She 
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toiled and slaved for them ; year after year her tender care 
added to their slender threads of life ; hut the silver cord 
was broken at last in each little casket, and the nights 
which their tender nurse had sat up patching their clothes 
and knitting them warm stockings and wrappers, came at 
length to he devoted to the miserable task of adorning little 
winding sheets with pale flowers and ttny rosettes of pure 
white ribbon. 

O, what bitter feara stained the ashy hne of those little 
grave robes ! No mother or father, brother or sister, 
ever mourned for the untimely separatioa of those tiny 
bloESomB with half the depth of anguish which wrung the 
soul of the lonely Hannah, as she would sit of a night 
making what she called their birthday garments for the 
home of angels. Kot for them did she mourn ; not for 
worlds would she have deprived them of " their birth into 
heaven." It was for her own desolate self — that heart, so 
full of love and tenderness, which she saw each year being 
stripped of some of the fair shoots about which the ten- 
drils of her love twined like the very fibres of her being. 
" They will leave me ; all, all will leave me," she would 
say to herself. " I shall be left alone in this place, and 
there will he none of the beloved name of Rookwood to 
lay my head in my long home beside them. Well, well ; 
the place which their footsteps have hallowed shall he the 
last sanctuary of my heart ; and, if it be God's will, I shall 
be the last tenant of Rookwood Grange." 
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Fob some yews after tlie death of the fair Alice, the 
Bcj-the of the destroyer was held suspended, hut did not 
descend on the fated hoase of Rookwood. 

The poor old man, whom Hann&h fostered and tended 
lilte a delicate plant, seemed to esist by a cord which 
Btreiigthened witli attenuation, and hiw old nge and many 
Borrows developed nohle qualities in liia mind whic]^ lent 
Btrength and lustre to his ebbing life and fuenlties. The 
rigid features of the Borrowfu! "old maid" ever oiipunded 
into a pmile of welcome as jionr Mr. Rookwood appeared 
at her side. Her faithful arm was his support as they 
passed through the village lanes and fields on errands of 
kindness and healing to the siuk and afflicted. It was his 
pride to carry her basket of Utile stores, and display hia 
Btrength and activity by offering her support when the 
path was rongh or difficult. Often they would ait far into 
the night, diacouraiiig in low tones of subjects which in 
some agea would have condemned them both to the stake ; 
and if evidence were needed of their dark and dangerous 
communion witk the invisible world, the never-silent rap, 
tap, tap, which sounded on panels, floor and door, and the 
patter of unseen footsteps which kept time to their dis- 
course, would have been evidence sufficient. 

And they parted after these evening musings, the one 
with a cnlra, humble, and resigned look, which seemed to 
shed a halo of glory around his silvered heed, and the other 
with an expression so exalted and uiwarihly, that her faded 
features seemed to awake into a beauty almost angelic. 

If we have not, in our erratic pursuit of the fortunes of 
7 
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this poor family of Rookwood, followed its yoimg repregen- 
tative, — he who was once tbe betrothed of Hannah, and 
whose memory was still the cheriabed secret of her life, — 
it is because it is belter to trace the course of sorrow than 
that of error. The lives of Harry Sookwood and his fash- 
ionable wife did realiae the carJy portion of their bitter 
bridal prophecy. We draw a veil on the mutual relations 
tiiey held in the world wherein they had frittered away 
many years of their existence, and come to the moment 
when they descend from a travelling carriage before the 
dilapidated gates of Rookwood Grange. With a shudder 
of disgust the faded belle of many seasons advances through 
the dark, -cold hall, and leaning on the ann of her eldest 
son, once more stands face to face with her rival. Behind 
her creeps her dying husband, holding a pale, feeble boy 
by the hand ; and he, too, approaches, looking wistfully 
into the eyes of his venerable old father. 

Let lis pause for a moment, and thron* an artist's eye on 
* the group which comprises all that now remains of the 
once proud and powerful family, whose name was as a 
tower of strength in the county of their birth. The high, 
arched roof of the lofty hall is lost in the deepening shades 
of the coming night ; yet the last golden gleams of sunset 
are lingering on the pointed glass of the vast Gothic win- 
dow which terminates the apartment, and reflecting waiy 
streams of colored light on the faded mosaic of the floor. 

The autumn breeze creeps in at the open door, and stirs 
the tattered banners which still hang from the tapestried 
walls, while the antlers of beasts of the chnse, and bygone 
implements of war, are grimly shadowed out in tbe gloom 
of evening like fantastic figures, ready to start into life by 
the wave of the magician's wand. In the centre of the 
desolate room stands tbe noble form of a tall, erect old 
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mnn. witli long silvpr curls floating over hla shoulders: 
his face is wan and sad ; yet the high forehead and calm, 
cnmest eyes epcali of a soul within which has made its 
peace with God. His gatmeots are old-fashioned, patched, 
and threadhare ; yet he wears them with the grace of a 
soldier and the dignity of a fallen gentleman. By \m side 
stands the alight fonn of Hannah Morrison, her rusty block 
dress deriving a thousand graces from its exquisite neat- 
ness of arrangement, licr stiU bc-axilifijl hair bound, like a- 
classic statue, around ber noble liead, aiid her wild, histrous 
eyes wandering timidly from one to another of the group, 
and settled at last on the youngest child in a gaze of ten- 
derness and love that lighted up her faded features inio an 
expression little short of angelic. 

Fancy a fine lady of your own time, whose dress is a 
mixtiiro of want and extravagance, whose brain is a mil- 
liner's shop, and whose heart is a temple to self, add 
thereto an unmitigated expression of dislike and contempt 
for all nround her, and you have a full-length portrait of 
Mrs. Harry Rookwood. Her eldest and favorite son, 
whose arm she held, M*as a fine youtli of eighteen. Pride 
and self-will were in his eyes, and a reflection of liia 
mother's feelings on every lineament of his handsome face. 

In Henry Rookwood's bowed form and evidently dying 
face Hannah looked in vain for any trace of her young 
sailor lover. He was dying ! dying of delirium tremens ! 
and for the first time since bb miserable marriage he had 
gained snfficieot command of his imperious wife's will to 
insist upon returning to finish his career, like the prodigal, 
on his father's bosom. As he approached this venerable 
parent, a strange and uncertain smile flitted over his fea- 
tures ; his eye had met the glance of his early love, and nn 
almost childish delight assured her she was recognized. 
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But the instniit he hehelU his father, the expression 
changed ; a look of deep anguish arrested the welcome 
prepared for him, and faintly raurmuring, "I will arise 
aud go to my father," he fell on his neck and wept. 

Henry Rookwood lived many months after hia return to 
the Orange, Hannah's uncoasing care, and the influence of 
his native air eontributed to spin out a life which intemper- 
ance, a reckless career, and an ill-halanced mind had de- 
stroyed. During these months, Hannah learned, with deep 
grief, how surely some part of her evil prophecies had been 
realized ; and when she followed her first and only love to 
his quiet rest beneath the sod, she looked up, and felt, 
deeply felt, how greatly liis enfranchised spirit had gained 
by the change which had laid his form so low. The ruin 
and poverty which Mrs. Rookwood's extravagance had 
entailed upon them, compelled the haughty lady to crave, 
not claim, the shelter of her father- in -law's roof; and though 
her life was an unceasing round of complaints against the 
miserahle fate which had doomed her to xuch a crazy dwell- 
ing and hateful association, she contrived to indemnify 
herself for her sufferings by embittering every moment of 
the life of the poor old man and the peaceful Hannah. 

In vain the latter tried by every will and stratagem to 
court her affection, and influence her mind to kinder treat- 
ment of her venerable father. Mrs. Rookwood affected an 
intense fear of " witchcraft," and identified all hei tenors 
with the luckless Hannah. In course of time, the real 
mj'steriea which pervaded this singular household, im- 
pressed her weak mind with actual superstitious dread; 
and though the effect of lier vague alarm was to make her 
withdraw in cowardly fear from any further provocation of 
the terrible witch, she huted no less than she dreaded her, 
and whenever opportunity served, taunted the weak old 
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mastef of the Gratifje for harboring Btich a creature be- 
Death his roof. Her life, ia fact, would havo beea insup- 
portable to her, but for the aid and counsel of her son 
William, who inherited just as much of his mother's una- 
miable qualities as rendered him an able coadjutor in her 
perpetual system of torment and anno}-aiice. This young 
gentleman had a determined predilection for the sea, and 
having- about as strong a. will as his oiniablo mother, be 
finally arranged, in spite of all her tears aud entreaties, to 
proceed lo the West Indies with a friend, who procured 
him a berth as a master's mate, Aa William Rookwood 
had, during his father's lifetime, served as cadet and 
midshipman, this was a step for him ; and no opposi- 
tion on the part of his mother could deter him from ac- 
cepting it. 

Aghcst at the prospect of remaining in a "haunted 
house" alone with a wilck and sorcerer, as she sligmitixed 
Hannali and her reverend father-in-law, Mrs. Rookwood 
hastily gathered together her effects, and made a precipi- 
tate retreat to the house of a distant relation in London, 
from whence she occasionally communicated with the in- 
habitaiits of the Grange, but to which she never again 
could be induced to return. We must now speak of 
one more tenant of this dreary mansion, and one to whom 
we have OS yet but slightly alluded. This was Harry 
Rookwood's youngest child, a little boy of about twelve 
years old. 

Mrs. Rookwood had lost several children before the 
birth of this one, and he was so puny and sickly, that she 
had little hope of rearing him. escept with an amount of 

re and watchftilness which it was not in her heartless 
[Wltuce to bestow. 

All of love thai she was capable of separating from her 
7* 
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ovn iadirldaalitf na UniJiIjr bestoved oa WiSiun, ha 
fint bom, her pride, her darling, and. u was htiare staled, 
her warm coailjator in the pencoitioa of the poor teouita 
of llie Gtange. To ihetn, howcTer, tlie helpless, neglected 
liule Edward became a source of deep inteifsl and ultimate 
afiectioD. The poor child, unused lo anj share of inato'- 
nal loTe, and pining for the slolea caresses of his dead 
father, would steal away and nestle among the flowers 
which waved oyer that father's grave, and weep away 
tlie livelong hours in fruitless lamentations for hts loss. 
When the tender-hearted Haunah first discovered the little 
mourner frantically hu^ug the cold clods that covered 
the only being that had seemed to love him, she found it 
almost impossible to speak comfort to the wrong and 
bleeding little heart, or to wile him away Irom his lonely 
" home." He had never heard the words of kindness 
excqit {rom his father's lips, and it was long ere he 
could believe that any one loved ■' tlie poor, sickly thing." 
besides him who was sIee])iDg below. 

How she won that sotruuful heart at last, and spoke 
such comfort to the bruised spirit, that the little boy 
would look up to heaven, instead of down to earth, for 
his dead father, was never known ; but when hia careless 
mother bade him go and pack up his trunk for London, the 
little fellow stoutly refused, and, clinging round the neck 
of Hannah Morrison, or hiding his head beneath the la- 
pels of his grandfather's coat, he vowed he would never 
leave thera until he went forth like a man to make a for- 
tune for them. Mrs. Rookwood pshawed, sneered, and 
yielded with so eicellent a grace, that she never even 
thought from that moment of any other provision for her 
little boy, or of inquiring how the poor inhabitants of the 
Grange were to bear this additional charge to their needy 
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household. She departed, nnd young Edward remained, 
groK-ing up iu strength, and health, and beauty, the pride 
of two hearts who almost shared adoration for him with 
their God. Years sped swiftly by ; and with their flight 
came to the heart of Hannah Morrison the last and 
heaviest stroke which the chain of human destiny could 
impose. . Tlie venerable and generous protector of her 
youth, the father, friend, and counsellor of her riper years, 
the precious and reverend charge of her own old age, the 
noble master of Rookwood, lay dead. Ninety and Bcren 
had been the years of his pilgrim.ige, and yet the hour of 
separation and rest for that toil-laden spirit was one of 
thick and impenetrable darkness to the stunned and bewil- 
dered Hannah. In vain she recalled the deep wisdom-of 
the lessons she had learned — the philosophy of life and 
death, assurance of the soul's individuality, and the earth- 
form's worthlessness. In vain she reco^ized his spirit 
presence around and about her ; she gazed on the lifeless 
clay she had so loved, and finding no response on the pale, 
set hps, no returning look of love in the scaled eyelids, 
she forgot, for one hour of agony, God and heaven, and, in 
the blindness of her affliction, looked abroad on the world 
as a prison house, and bet own organisation as the chains 
and fetters which kept her from the presence of her lost 
idol. The hour of madness passed away ; truth and !i|{ht 
dawned upon her soul once more. She even smiled again, 
when many a fond token of angel presence and spirit care 
Burroundod her lonely footsteps ; and what tender offices 
she henceforth performed for the dead were done in mem- 
ory of his earthly pilgrimage and affectionate reverence 
for the exalted condition to which she knew his bright 
spirit had noiv gone ; and oa the following Sabbath even- 
ing, as she drew away his poor sobbing Edward from the 
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quiet, shidy nook where they had laid blin, she softly 
whispered, "' Come home, darling, and commune with the 
ever-living spirit of thy father, and leave the dead form 
to the oblivion of dust and ashes." 

It was some few months after the death of their father 
that the brothers of Rookwood once more met beneath 
their paternal roof. William had but just returned from 
sea, when he heard of his father's decease, and hastened 
down immediately to the Grange, less to take possession 
of his wretched inheritance of crumbling ruins than with 
the afieclionate wish to ascertaiii in what condition hia 
poor sick brother, as he had been taught to call him, 
would be left. Hia kindness was amply rewarded by the 
sight of that brother, a fine, hale, handsome young man 
of tiventy ; and being thus satisfted upon his ability to 
help himself, he began to question, him upon his prospects 
in life. These he soon found were vague enough. T!io 
small annuity on which the inmates of the Grange had fat 
years subsisted had expired with the master, as he was 
called by the county folks about. Poor old Hannah's 
httle savings, the produce of their kitchen garden, and 
the spoils of the chase and-river, had been the only pro- 
visioa which the young man, all strnigc in the world's 
ways, had since that event deemed it necessary to make ; 
and his brother William found him at the very period 
when his active mind was full of a thousand undigested 
schemes for the foundation of the huge fortune which he 
determined his beloved mother, as he ever called old 
Hannah, should yet enjoy. 

Many and interesting wure the plans which the brothers 
discussed for the younger's future career. It was evident 
that WilliBm had not redeemed the evil promises of hia 
youth. Bold, reckless, and dissolute, he had entered the 
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navy m time of war, and risen witii a succe<is and rapidity 
that cDuld liave onlj been accorded to such daring and 
adventuroua spirits. Still his dissolute lifo and habits 
retarded hia promotion to that rank which would place 
the lives and fortunes of others at his disposal ; and, 
despite hia gaUantry and vuluahle services, the Hcutenant 
was often reminded that he must become a gentleman ere 
lie could take rank as a post-captain in the Britisli navy. 

Bitterly as he resented this check to his daring ambi- 
tion, he still retained the most ardfut enthusiasm for bis 
profession, and urged his young brother, with all the elo- 
quence lie was master of, to join his own ship. Finding 
that Edward would not listen to a word disrospcotfiilly 
epoken of the old witch, as he longed to call ]ioor Haiinah, 
he changed his tack, and taunted him with ingratitude in 
not taking some steps to hettpr the condition of one who 
had EO long and faithfully served the family. He showed 
him. with much point, the disgrace of hia idle and useless 
life, vegetating, as he called it, in the midst of rats and 
ruins, when there was such a field for the acquisition of 
wealth, fume, and glory lu the profession of the navy. 
Wliat he might do for Hannah, how he might serve his 
country and henefit the world, were themes which the 
bold sailor handled so well and skilfully, that the young 
man at length reaulved to quit hia ritlu, his more than 
mother, the rooms and galleries where he had been used 
to walk and dream of communion with his long deceascal 
nncestors, and follow his gallant brother to scenes of fume 
and [llory. 

Let us forbear to paint the horror, grief, and astonish- 
tnent of the unhappy Hannah, when she heard, for the 
first time, of this fatal resolution. She knew the Rook- 
wood spirit, and felt it would be as idle to contend with 
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tbe waves of the ocean in its wrath, na to move the deter- 
minaUon of one of this stubborn and doomed race. 

For many long years she had been accustomed to sum 
up her whole stock of earthly hope and happiness in the 
existence of Edward Rookwood. lu his person she be- 
held the only living representative of that line in which 
her own humble identity had been merged. She never 
thought of William as in any way connected with the 
beloved master, or the now desolate old Grange. She 
remembered when the first Mrs. Rookwood would send 
for lict on holidaya from the parish workhouse, and set 
her in the midst of the children to hoar a chapter in the 
Bible read, and eat cake and wine. The old hall, now 
so lone and dreary, she remembered then so warm, and 
bright, and joyous, while blooming children played among 
its strange decorations. Mrs. Rookwood, so fair and 
Btately, lectured and srailed on, Bcolded and petted, all who 
came near her ; and the master, the noble master, with 
his brown curia and kind, dreamy eyes, looked a blessing 
upon every creature that approached him. She had seen 
the little forms that once flitted through this happy Bcene 
grow up into men and women, while other, and even 
dearer, infants sported around the same hall. She had 
seen three generations, ali bound to her by ties of the 
fondest love, move in their places for a brief while, and 
then pass nway, their very memories, like spectres of the 
past, only haunting the regions of her own troubled brain. 

She had beheld the renlizntion of a terrible prediction, 
made to her by u-hom and w/icn no living creature rould 
tell, and yet one which, despite her own inrariable silence, 
had become a bj-«-ord in the country side. It was, 
that the house of Rookwood should pass away, its walla 
crumble into dust, and she herself he the last tenant of 
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the old Grange. She thouglit of these things, and, wiih 
the falalisni mhith so oftfn realizes a groundless ptedio- 
tinn, ahe resolved never mih life to quit the melancholy 
pile; and yet' she was to be torn from the last of all those 
whose lives und memories seemed eentred in him. She 
was ever possessed with a secret idea that William Rook- 
wood would die a sudden and violent death. Of his 
mother she scarcely entertained any memory. In Edward, 
then, was her last, her only chord of human love entwined ; 
and to lose him. to see him depart a wanderer on the wide 
and fathomless ocean, O, anguish intolerable ! Vet she 
packed up his clothes, and knocked and hammered up an 
old trunk to furnish him out a sea chest. 

0, Edward Rookwood ! could you but coin the hitter 
drops of agony and n^ection that watered every article 
that filled that trunk into gold, you would nevut need 
to go BFTOBs the wide, trackless ocean in search of 
wealth 1 

He had to go to Portsmouth to he fitted out for hia 
voyage, and so poor Hannah had not even the satisfac- 
tion of seeing him in his sailor's jacket ; but he had an 
excellent talent for drawing, and the first letter she re- 
ceived with his- final adieus contained a capita! likeness 
of Edward in his tar's costume ; and when old Hannah's 
Tusty, patched, and pnrty-colorcd gown was taken off for 
the hist time, to he exchanged for the gnrments of the 
tomb, this little drawing was found carefully enveloped in 
many rolls of silk and linen, and stitched in that portion 
of Lor dress which had covered her heart ! 
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Fob two or three years after her first parting from Ed- 
trard Rookwaod, Hannah Morrison lived a. life out of ii'ltose 
deep secluaioQ many sources of quiet happiness were de- 
rived. The first pang of separation over, she would gaze 
into the dim vista of the future with hright anticipations 
of the blessed day when he would return. No matter how 
long or uncertain the period of his voyage, Hannah's re- 
markahle gift of prescience enabled her to determine the 
weary moments of absence, and calculate with a mother's 
tender interest upon the precious white day of his return. 
Alone, ever alone, as she was, no ojie ever heard the deso- 
late old woman express a yearning for the boon of human 
companionahip. Her affectionate adopted son kept her 
na well supplied with money as his own estravagance, 
fostered by the evil association of his reckless brother, 
would permit. 

This fact was known to many of the surrounding 
villagers, whose business it was to comment npon their 
neighbors' affairs in general, and " old witch Hannah's " 
in particular; hence it was inferred from her miserably 
poverty-stricken mode of life, and extremely threadbare 
appearance, that she had added to the vice of sorcery that 
of being a miser, and on this point, at least, public, opinion 
was not quite at fault, for aside from a few purchases of 
the simple medicines wliich she was ever employed in dis- 
pensing to the poor, and the worsted and twine with which 
she knitted warm clothes for the barefooted children of 
poverty around her, or nets for the poor fisher .boys, who 
could not obtain the means to buy them for themselves, 
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Hannah Morrison was never known to expcod a singla 
copper on the supply of her own meagre household, or 
necessary wants. Could those who speculated so curiously 
on the disposal of the money, which, it ^'as generally under- 
stood, young Edivard brought home to his foster mother, 
have seen its actual destination, they would have exchanged 
the sobriquet of miser, it may be, for that of prodigal ; for 
what other word could embody the profuse generosity with 
which the poor solitary would pour out into her darling's 
hand the accumulated sums which she had carefully heaped 
up in his absence, only to return to him again on the eve 
of his departure for a fresh Toyage, when extravagance hod 
reduced the young sailor to his last shilling ? 

She never asked how .he bestowed these Buma, but she 
hung with almost childish delight over his new jackets or 
warm drcadaougiit wrappers ; and then, when his sea cliest 
was freshly stowed and packed full of new and handsome 
" riggings," she would sigh to think she iiad no more Hav- 
ings wherewith to purchase him a smart puree or & fine 
neckerchief, as a final parting token of her inexhaustible 
lovD. The young man, whose generous nature was warped, 
but not destroyed, by his brother's injurious influence, bc- 
ecpted these long-hoarded savings with reluctance, often 
with a sense of shame, but only when he perceived old 
Hannah's settled determination in the appropriation of her 
money, and upon her solemn assurance that she never 
wanted for any thing. It was true he would look round 
the desolate ruin which sheltered the faithful prop of his 
fallen house, and sigh when he remembered how far the 
sums he had so profligately lavished would have gone to 
repair the once stately home of his forefathers, and have 
coDverttd the tottering walla into the life and light of long- 
forgotten architechiral beauty; but it was not to be. Tliere 
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vas a spcU iipon Iho olil Grange and its last tenantu, 
there were still more limn one. 

Edward never failed, on his return from each voyage, to 
spend some da^'B at least ut the. Grunge; and Hannah 
measured her life by these duj-a. She spent weeks, 
months, even, years alone there, hut ahe lived with Ed- 
ward Rookwood ; his few days' visit was her life, and so 
the had not yet become the "last tenant." 

It was at the period when we first presented her to the 
reader, that the anticipation began to creep like the im- 
pending night of the soul over her that ahe was ni length 
doomed to realize, in her present condition, the terrible 
prediction we have alluded to. To the fierce and bloody 
strife of distant war, the ship of her precious one had long 
since been ordered ; and though month after month glided 
by, poor Hannah looked to the renewul of her life in Ilia 
return in vain. Was she growing so very, very old, that 
her t'acnlties were quite failing her ? or where was her won- 
drous gift of BKeond sight? and why was eheTiow, as hereto- 
fore, unable to determine the day of his return, or even the 
fact of his existence at all ? And yet, this was so ; for the 
first time in her life she was unable to penetrate the deep 
cloud which seemed to thicken around the fate of him on 
whom lier own hung, Aa she sat in the one habitable 
room in the fast- crumbling ruin, and dimmed her glazing 
eyes over the midnight lamp which streamed on the faded 
characters of his last letter, dated, O, so many, many weary 
months ago ! a promise — ever a promise of hia return — 
seemed to he communicated to her from sources only known 
to herself; but when ? when ? The question, unanswered 
still, was nt length the point in the horizon of her fuding 
existence, and when ? whun ? became the watchword of her 
life. Never, never ! would spring up from the depths of 
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lier aickening heart, us eacU nightfall cnme like a fteeh pall 
on the hopes of the day ; and " soon, soon ! '' echoed the 
invisibles ; and Hannah slept, and arose to another day of 
Rolilude nnd sorrowful espectation. Ever and nDon she 
murmured, in half queruloua reply to the air in whoso 
Tibrating space she seemed to hold converse, " Yes, yes, 
'tis well to assure me be will return ; 1 £71010 he is nut 
witU the angels, and so in form again he mil return ; 
but when ? and who will be the last tenant of the old 
Urange ? 

" Ah me ! I will leave him some memento (sliould it fae 
indeed 'lis fate) that will tell him of her who has suiFered 
and borne euch ages of sorrow and loneliness within those 
walls. Surely the example of his poor old nurse will teach 
him ptttienco ; and should he be Ihe last, no matter — I 
will eren sit down and write my history." 

How many long days and weary nighta were beguiled 
by this unique attempt at autobiography we know not ; it 
must have occupied many weeks after it was first com- 
menced, for worlds of yellow MSS. have been rescued from 
the dust and worms of Rookwood Granite, purporting to 
be the life and times of Mra. Hannah Morrison ; and a 
huge volume could have been compiled from the leaves 
which have served as the storehouse from which we have 
gleaned these scraps of knowledge of this poor old-world 
house and its last inliabita.nt. 

The story from the pen of the original historian at least 
must have been drawing to a close, for here ends its au- 
thoreaa'a authority ; and to tradition and the pages of tile 
judicial trial, with which my story commenced, am I com- 
pelled to resort to fill up the hiatus which would other- 
wise have occurred in the aubaequent life of the Witch 
of Rookwood. 
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Tap, tap, Up ! The tats and bats ue busv to-night, or 
the martinB are building beneath Hanaah's table ; vet she 
writes on. Rap, rap I Sbe raises ber head merJianicall j ; 
foiiDcI her chair several smaQ knocks aie beard : hec dim 
< Jill wttii teats ; she gazes like an insane old creature, 
u she surely is, tenderly and lovingly abroad into the 
daikness of the room, then carefully wiping her spectaclca, 
prepares to resume ber task- Tap, t^, tap ! cry the invis- 
ibles ; and craiib 1 a sound is beard unlike any of tbe ordi- 
nary noises of that ncird mansion ; footsteps ! and more 
than one, it would seem, and they pass with sounds of 
violence, slamming of doors, and shnffllng feet, stirring 
up the echoes of the old ruin into all manner of fantastic 
sounds. 

Hannah listens. At first tbe sound of footsteps brought 
ber to ber feet with a cry of delight almost superhuman ; 
a moment's pause, and her dead heart refuses to vibrate to 
the sound of that unaccustomed tread. It is not he ; he 
has passed the passage which Icadd to ber room, and now 

— some one ascends the stairs. A dead silence : have tbe 
footsteps passed away, or were they the spectrcd sounds 
of her own brain? Ah, bark! tbey resound overhead; 
some portions of tbe crumbling ceiling, shaken by the 
heavy vibration, fall on tbe floor beneath. Again all is 
still ; a pause, once more a rustling in tlio passage ; un- 
certain steps ring across.the marble hall. Ilamiah springs 
up with beating heart, rushes to the door; on the thresh- 
old encounters the staggering form of o man. He enters 

— it is a sailor ; she whirls the dira lamp above her head 
in frantic joy, then holds it aloft suspended, in the agony 
of disnppointment, as she encounters the malicious and 
drunken glare of William Rookwood. 

" Where is your brother ? " she faintly articulated j 
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" where is Ed%vard ? O, tell me, for God's snke I la ho 
well ? — is he living ? " 

" A prettj reception for the heir of Rookwood Grange," 
shoiitt'd the reeling drunkard ; " and a pretty ghost of a 
pliico you liave madi! of llookwood Orange, old liaridan ! " 
he Bilded. Then, without waiting to answer her appeals 
for information concerning her darling Edward, the savage 
£ot priicceded to reproach the old woman bitterly for the 
dLlnpidatioa of what he called his home, and declared that 
he had returned lo take possession of his estate, and that 
he would conimence by getting rid of the witch who had 
so long infested it. 

!□ vain the unhappy Hannah remonstrated ; William 
Rookwood insisted upon the " foul sorceiesa " quitting the 
house that very night ; and finding her argnments and 
entreaties only provoked the inebriated ruffian to the cow- 
ardly act of striking and throwing pieces of broken furni- 
ture at her, she proceeded, in the depth of a bitter winter's 
night, to (juil the roof which had sheltered her for seventy 
years. Fearing that the wretched creature would seek 
refuge in some other part of the building, the sailor, who 
appeared to be possessed with the spirit and vengpance of 
a demon, hounded her out through passage and hall, until 
she had gained the flight of mnsa-groBTi steps which led 
up to the entriince ; there he paused, and there too paused 
the object of his fury. But while the two stood confront- 
ing each other, a change seemed to come over the figure 
of the aged woman, whicii completely arrested young Rook- 
wood'a further aggressions. Her form grew erect, her eyes 
brightened with a sublime fire ; a strange light seemed to 
play around her withered features, illuming their faded 
outline with a ghostly shadow of their former loveliness ; 
8* 
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and her voice roso into wondrous majeety and power, aa 
she liius addressed him : — 

" I leave you, man of crime and coicard — I leave you, 
and by your side I leaTe the shadow of your. own ill deeds, 
which shall pursue you through your life, and stump ita 
impress on your immortal soul. O William Rookwood ! 
>v!ien you remembered thqt you were the inheritor of a 
few tottering walla and ivied casements, why did you for- 
get thnt you were also an heir to eternity, and tlie propri- 
etor of a home in the long agea of immortality. When you 
boasted of your earthly father's lineage, why did you forget 
that you were also a child of God ? Rookwood, the eye 
of thy Father is upon thee ! bury thyself deep within the 
eavorna of the rocks, or the jungle of the forest, still hia 
searching glance shall detect, hia mighty arm shall reach 
thee. Hia still small voice, caverned within the jewel of 
thy own soul, shall liemand of thee what use thou hast 
made of the talents confided to thee ; of the strength 
which thou haat exerted against a feeble old woman — the 
last foUoiver of thy doomed house ; of the wealth wiiich 
thou hast squandered in infancy, the ability which thou 
bast perverted to vice ; of the mind, intellect, and glori- 
ous boon of reason which thou hast drowned in the hide- 
ous slough of intosication ! William Rookwood, as I look 
upon thee now — a creature gifted with a spark of divinity 
itself, a aoul, a portion of thy own supernal Father — I 
behold thee raising a cup to thy lips which sinks the Ood 
within thee below the level of the vilest thing that shares 
with thee the gift of life and instinct ! " 

She doacended the ateps, and William, awetl by the 
power and terrible strength of her tore, would have re- 
calk'd her, when she again turned, and fixing upon him a 
look of unutterable pity, she murmured, " Father, forgive 
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him ; he knows not what he does." In nnothcr moment 
her tall figure was loat in the blackness of night and the 
waTing pines of the forest. 

William Rookwood staggered back into the house ; the 
crazy door swung to and fro, then closed with a loud and 
Startling crash, while the moaning wind swept like a 
requiem around the ivied tower, and slirred the old green 
moaa-oovered bell, which, for the first time in many years, 
boomed in Loarsc and ntoutnlul cadence to the wild wind's 
shriek. 



Ch APTEH Vl, 

Weld and bitter blew tlic cold winter blast, sweeping 
around the lonely wood through which Ilannah Morrison 
took her way on the night of her expulsion from Rook- 
wood Grange. For twenty years ihe had traversed the 
same path, which in one single hour had become suddejily 
strange to her. She had flitted tlirough the maxea of the 
forest paths, when they had covered the ground for many 
miles with the tiny patter of infancy and the elastic step 
of youth ; she had seen the ^anC oak levelled, and its 
mysterious arches broken, to make way for the habita- 
tions of man ; and she had watched the growth of village 
after village among the green savannas, where she had so 
delighted to bury berael/ in her strange, lonely childhood ; 
yet now the footway, so familiar by the intercourse of a 
long life, had changed. The stunned spirit was stronger 
than the associations of many years ; and she had to stop 
and recall with a determined effort her feeble memory ere 
she eould assure herself that she was travelling the old 
faiailiur road on that bleak December night. Hannah 
MorriBon was in fact the living spirit of the old Grange ; 
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the lud become identified with ito esiateac». aad, ecuag 
to be a part of its identic, her own «h last. Sbc did 
aot know henelf ; ^le was aa nece **»^™«^' of tlie Grmgo 
— ao die 



nothi^. Sbe knev aot boself, ber mj, 
ccareel; tbe &ct of her being. A iH^tit c ir c an B to te 
ftwakened h^ bewQdeced mtdligaMe. Tlia bmob, cold, 
laige. aad cpectral, brolce tlmm^ bnge banks of wildlj- 
driftiag doDiI*, and potired its intense yet drenr ligbt 
upon the Ueak scene, ginng to ticw n figmc odnncmg 
ditectlj towards the fii^tire. 

The path tru nuron-, nnd Haima}i drew aside to let 
the stranger pus ; but as be neared her he stopped, and 
she perceived it was a slight, yoQibliil-lookiiig sailor, who 
seemed desirous of accosting her- He asked her, in a 
low, trembling voice, the wsy to Rook wood Gnn^. 
Hannah started — pa|tsed ; but n>U0ed in an instanl bj 
the ability to serre another, she courteooslj directed him, 
Bud each passed on their waj. 

The Tillage inn was doBcd for the night. Its inhab- 
lUnts were preparing for rest, when they were startled by 
a summons for admittance at the door. 

" Travellers at this hour ! " cried the landlord ; *' what 
can it mean ! " 

Louder and louder shrieked tbe whirling blast ; and 
the deep-mouthed thunder, rolling in the far-off distance, 
murmured in his ear, "Hasten to help the benighted 
wanderer at such an hour of storm and peril." Hastily 
unbarring the door, the landlord of the Green Dragon 
confronted — amazement and confusion! — no benighted 
IraTeller seeking the hired shelter of a public inn, bot 
the forlorn and woe-begone figure of the terrible " Witch 
of Rook wood." 

" God save u* I " muttered the terrified man. " What 
would you, goody ? " 
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*' Shelter nnd rest till the morning," she faintly replied, 

"Why, dame," said the tremhling host, "are you not 
miatreas of a fine house up yonder, and " 

" And I have been turned out half an hour ago. to wan- 
der abroBil and seek siiclter where I cauld. If you be a 
Cliristian man, let me in till morning." 

"I daren't do it, 1 daren't do it, woman," replied the 
man, doublj' terrified at the tale he heard, the sight of hia 
awful visitor, and her appeal in the name of Cliristianity. 
" I am a goad Christian ; and so, in the name of God 
and all the saints and angela, witch, woman, or devil, I 
hid ye hegone ! " 

Worked up to frenzy by his own exorcism, he banged 
the door violently in the face of the poor wanderer, and 
retreated to his warm, cosy fireside to pray for protection 
against the wiles of witchcraft, Satan and all his imps. 

How many more doora were shut by the handa of cow- 
ard superstition against the unhappy Hannah that night, 
we will not, for the honor of human nature, relate. A 
stranger descending from a stage-coach, at a crosa-road 
which turned off from the highway, in the first cold gray 
peep of coming day, found the sorrowful and lonely old 
woman seated under a hedge, sleeping soundly from sheer 
weariness, cold, and hcart-sickneas. Gently rousing her 
ftom her unnatural slumber, the man stripped off a thick, 
warm cloak, and enveloped her in it ; then, gazing at her 
with ansious scrutiny, and availing himself of her stupor 
and confusion to examine her features and appearance as 
WL'Il as the uncertain light would permit, he threw his 
arms tenderly around her, and, with every endearing word 
of afl'eclion, old Hannah found herself once more cluspcd 
' to the heart of hec adopted son, her soul's well-beloved, 
Edward Hook wood. 
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The title of each was (oos told. Edward Iiad loaded 
nith ha brotlier at Portsmonth the dar before ; he had 
not expected to join him for some time, hnvit^ be?n left 
behind la fulfil eenaiii nutters of business. He hod. how- 
ever, sent on a letter and some money to his beiored 
mother, and intrusted thi< to his brother's care. A pre- 
sentiment of evil, & shadow of approaching ruin, for which 
he coold not account, he said, had strangelr, bat iire- 
aistiblj, impressed him ; and white in the very midst of 
performing the most important duties, he fell himself 
unable to resist ita inflnence, uid, without aaj settled 
purpose, he had been, as it were, compelled to set off for 
Kookwood Orange that night, and. happily, arrived at the 
sery time and place when his aid was most necessary to 
hb poor old nurse and friend. Of his brother's conduct 
be said little, attributing it entirely to the fr^nsy of inebri- 
ation ; but it n-as easy to aee, as be led his charge bnch to 
the Grange with the positive detcrminatinn that she should 
instantly return, that a deep and burning indignation filled 
his heart at the brutal treatment she had e.tperiewMd. 

Two hours later, a sailor, bareheaded, with wild and 
staring eyes, ghastly cheeks, and &antic haste, thundered 
at the door of the magistrate of Rookwood, calling upon 
htm and all the astounded inhabitants of the village to 
hasten to the Grange, where lay his brother Williani, 
whom he had found alone in the mansion foully and mys- 
teriously murdered. 

On and on poured the eager throng, like vultures 
attracted by human prey, nntil the old min was filled 
with crowds of wondering and aghast spectators of a truly 
horrible scene. There, on the floor of the room which 
had recently been tenanted by old Hannah, lay the body 
of William Rookwood, cold, dead, barbarously murdered, 
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— his hsail shattered by a pistol ballet, and hia body 
gashed and cut in innumerable places. Near the hideous 
spectacle knelt the unfortunate old womaa, who wits in 
reality scarcely less an object of terror than the corpse 
itself. 

Of the terrible tragedy no other account could be gained 
thun that she and Ednard £ookwaod had entered the 
hoQse together, as has been, before described, and had 
entered it to find the wreck of humanity they now beheld. 
To search the body, the bouBe, and its vicinage, for traces 
of the murderer, was of conrsc the first act of the officers 
of justice, who speedily appeared on tbe scene ; but wlieu 
no vestiges of any strangers could be found, nor no cleiv 
appeared to present itself to the author of the fou! and 
bloody deed, the sum of suspicion connected the names 
of the "terrible witcb" and hia own brother with the 
cause of Williim Rookwood's mysterious murder. Swn 
the murmur arose into clamor, and tbe charge ags.iast the 
unhappy pair came to be thundered against them by the 
public voice, and resulted in their arrest and incarceration, 
to await the result of a coroner's inquest. 

Full a century had elapsed since the stately manor house 
of Rookwood had passed into the hands of i(a present 
owners, and during that century tbe mutations of fortune 
bad hnllowed it as the home of much affliction, but ever- 
li\ing human love. That drear night it was tenanted 
alone by the one ghostly, dead form of the hapless Wil- 
liam Rookwood, Alone and unwatched, he lay on his 
bloody bier, while a hand of shadowy but gigantic pro- 
portions seemed to fill the empty space around with huge 
letters, which, seen by the unthinking children of life and 
revelry, might read, " Tlioii fool, this niglU thy soul sliall 
be required nf Ikee" That night, too, the last of the long 
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and ptood line wiko bad gmm tbevBrne to die drew old 
■saunmia together with iti Imit Itmmml, sat apart and deso- 
late in sepaixte celb, duifcd «i& the oime of thii mys- 
terious and DimatBnl nuiTder. 

When the circmnitance* are faSj cowdetcd, it wiH 
tearcely be a matter of snrpriac, that saloon should at- 
tach itacU to the onliHtonate Edward Bookwood and 
Han"'< h Moirisoa. The expulsion of the latter by the 
licEim on the night of his marder was already well known; 
Hannah had applied for shelter to several persons on that 
night ; and as she had meekly, but simpi j, accounted for 
her appeal bj sta^ng that she had been expelled from the 
Grange, some color was given to the charge that abe har- 
bored feelings of vengeance gainst her persccator. When 
Bie added to that her &me as a sorceress, and the evil name 
her strange and isolated life had earned for her, it is no 
wonder that the public voice was raised in frantic clamors 
against her. There were many clrcunristances also which 
justified the idea that Edward Rookwood had either par- 
ticipated Id, or been the actual perpetrator of, t!ie crime. 
The brothers had never {lo the certain knoicledge of the 
neighbors) lived in cordiality with each other. The hatred 
of William and the passionate attachment of Edward to 
the old " witch wife " were notorious facts. What so 
likely, then., (argued the villagers,) as that Edward, return- 
ing, and finding her expelled from her home on such a. 
night, had quarrelled with, struck his brother, and, in a 
fit nf passion, murdered him ? Besides, who elpc could 
have done it : The accursed pair it was who hod found 
the body, and given the alarm. No one else could have 
had any interest in committing so useless a deed. There 
was a report that William Rookwood had returned from a 
privateering expedition with an immense sum of money ; 
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"but tts he came to the Grange iilone, and at night, without 
luggage, and seemingly without object, it was impossible 
that any one could have known his arrival, nnt! come there 
to rob and dtiatroj him. In short, setting iiside the quca- 
tioiiable reputation of old Hannah, there aeemed to be 
evidence enough of a purely circumstantial nature to jus- 
tlCy a coroner's jury in comraitttng the young sailor and his 
untbrtunale old nurse to the county jail to take their trial 
for the wilful murder of Lieutenant William Rookirood. 
late of his majesty's ship Retribution, of Rooknood 
Grange, in the county of Hants, &c. 

By the records kept of " the memorable trial of Han- 
nah Morrison and Edward Rookwood for the murder of the 
latter's only brother," we learn that the ejicitemeut which 
prevailed on the occasion exceeded any thing that had ever 
been witnessed by any of the actors in the scone. The 
prisonc-ra had neither of them the means to engage counsel 
in their defence, and the legal assistance that the laws of 
the country afforded them was insufficient to combat tha 
tremendous array of evidence which every day's inquiry 
brought against them. In a deep gash on the throat of 
the victim a small point of steel had been found, which 
evidently fitted to a knife or some other similar steel in- 
strument ; in all probability the one which had been used 
to perpetrate the terrible deed. It is true there were many 
points in the evidence incomplete ; for instance, the most 
minute searcii could not detect any traces of the pistol, or 
the sharp weapons which must have been employed in the 
murder, nor could it he divined what had become of the 
instruments at all. Still the evil reputation of the un- 
happy prisoners supplied every deficiency of detail, and, 
after a lengthened and eiciting trial, the prisoners were 
pronounced guilty, and sentenced to expiate their crime hy 
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the ignominious death of the gallows. When the usual 
query was put lo them as to whether they had any thing 
to suy why sentence of death should not be passed upon 
them, young Rookwood gazed tenderly upon his unftirdinate 
companion, hut replied simply, that if the plain statements 
of his truth and innocence had been unable to save him, 
ho had notiiing more to urge. 

The unhappy Hannah had, throughout the trial, con- 
ducted herself in a manner which rather tended to confirm 
tiiau dispiil the supposition of her guilt. Her appealing 
glance was perpetually wandering from young Eookwqod 
to his judges. Of her own situation she seemed almost 
unconscious. A wild and most unsatisfactory account of 
her night'a progtedinga was all they could estract from 
her relatJTe to her shore in the tragedy ; but when Ihey 
spoke of him, her eager eyes seemed to read the souls of 
judge, jury, witness, and counsel, as If her very salvalion 
depended on each word they sliould utter for or against her 
darling. The proceedings of this remarkable trial were 
characterized, we are told, by diTers singular noisee, em- 
analing, us it would seem, from stationary benches and 
inanimate articles, where no human contact could account 
for the mystery of their sound. Sometimes the tables and 
chairs used by the learned gentlemen of tJie law would be 
Tiolcntly shaken, and if unoecupiod, quite overturned ; yet 
all this without any visible agency to account for the same, 
except the weird reputation which the female prisoner was 
known to possess. "The gentlemen of the long robe" 
were much perplescd, and it was even thought some- 
what startled, by these mystic signs of an unaccountable 
intelligence ; for intelligence it certainly was, since the 
noises (resembling in sound and force the heavy drumming 
of a stick) would seem Co emphasize various sentences 
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Spoken, and esppciallj any in favor of the prisoners, wlien 
a most indecorous nmnbcr of loud kuoeka, in the form of 
applause, ivDuld invarinbly startle the astonisbed listeners 
fropi their propriety, and curdle their blood with very ter- 
ror. Despite these invisible warnings, bowever, the trial 
proceedoJ, and the dread sentence was about to ha passed, 
when o!d Hanaali, seeming at length to collect her bewil- 
dered faculties into one superhuman effort, rose, and cried 
aloud, " Men of blood, legnl jminlerers. forbear to con- 
demn the innocent ! / murdered William Roohieood, and 
his brother Edward knows no more of his death than you 
do : anil now, I ask you, where ore your laws, your judg- 
Tneiit, jour penetration? — that you, fathers, husbands, 
Biid brothers would take an innocent man, and publicly 
kill him, strangle him in cold blood, and call that justice. 
Are ye men or butchers ? — th.it yoit would slaughter your 
fellow-man upon suspicioa of a crime which you cannot 
prove. How dare je thrust aa immortal soul back into 
the unknown land of mystery and spirits without a pass- 
port from Him who sent it forth ? What account shall ye 
render to God for the life which is placed at jour disposal ? 
Is it a light thing to crush out the vital principle which ye 
cun never, never restore ? Pluck the meanest daisy from 
the mountain side, and ingraft it again upon its parent 
stem if ye can ? Trample on the life of the smallest insect 
that crawls, and relight, if ye can, the little lamp which 
God's own breath has kindled. How daro ye kill ? How 
dare ye lay violent hands on the principle of life ? the only 
barrier which God has set to the knowledge of man, the 
only limit to hia intelligence, the only light which ye may 
put out, bvit can never kindle." 

Tlie astonished court would have interrupted this extraor- 
dinary address, but the singular und powerful impetus of 
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the spcalter defied their wiil to arrest, and once more she 
addressed them, sighing deeply, and gazing fondly at Il^d- 
ward as she spoke. "Thou art rescued from the handa 
of these butchers, my child ; and for me, my race must be 
nearly run, my mission well nigh accomplished. If these 
men choose to steep their souls in crime, and, foUowiiig my 
example, dare to aend their fellow-being into the world of 
iipirits unaummoncd, theirs be the reBpanslbiUty ; and, O, a 
heavy one they will surely find it ! It has been given to 
them to check crime ; but if they rather choose to arenge 
it, it will bo for tliem to learn that vengeance belongcth to 
God, not to man, and surely ' ke will requile.' " One of 
the astounded Jurors, overpowered by this unlooked-for 
scene, muttered in his terror, as the only sentence that 
seemed to possess his mind, the words, " Blood for blood ; " 
" Whoso abeddeth man's blood, by mam shall his blood — " 
" JVo( be shed," again broke in the impetuous criminal. 
■■ Who spoke these words, and to whom were they addressed? 
They were spoken by one who knew not that he possessed 
an immortitl soul, and addressed to savages who could only 
be governed by the fear of death, the dread of temporal 
punishment, or the stimulus of temporal reward. Think 
you, if Moses and the Israelites had known that the spirit, 
and not the bodi/, must answer far their deeds, that 
they would have avenged one murder by committing an- 
other ? or perilled their own souls because another had 
set them the e.\araple ? " 

" Silence, audacious and most hardened criminal," thun- 
dered the clerk of the court, roused at length from the 
stupor of astonishment to s sense of duty and propriety 
thus grossly invaded. " I have done," replied the daring 
prisoner ; " it is for yourselves to complete the work of de- 
struction ; only I would counsel you all to esalt your gallows 
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to the loftiest pinnacle of heaven, that jonr very children 
ftnd bahes may learn, when they assemble in multitiidoa to 
see how their fathers strangle their human sister, that there 
is no crime in murder, provided it be done in tUe light of 
the flun, the presence of an admiring crowd, and, above 
all, in eold blood." 

That night saw Edward Rookwood free, and Hannah 
Morrison the inmate of the condemned cell. Meantime 
hundreds and thouBanda of good and pious people began 
to assemble from b1! parts of the county, to await the 
day of execution, and enjoy the double spectacle of a 
witch and a public murder. 
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'And have you nothing to aay — no confession to make ? 
Unhappy old woman, bethink thyself; to-monow thou wilt 
stand before a. more terrible tribunal than that of man, 
where your obstinacy will avail you nothing. Think of 
this, and heed my words." 

" What would you have of me ? " murmured Hannah 

Morrison, now a captive in the condemned cell of S 

jail, and doomed to die on the morrow the death of the 
felon and murdereaa. 

" I would have a full confession of your enormous crime, 
woman," replied the chaplain of the prison; "and I be- 
seech you to ease your black conscience of a part at least 
of its heavy burden by making it." 

" I have avowed myself the murderer of William Rook- 
wood, reverend sir," replied Hannah, calmly ; "but lliut, 
it seems, is not enough; yon must have the details, the 
ocfi, BnA facts, and bloodi/ minii.lia: of a revolting murder 
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to BBtisf)' justice. Well, well, that is natural enoiigli, 
when I come to think of it; justice is but a murdeteaa 
lierself, and, doufatlfss, revels in such hiatnriea as these. 
It little mattc-rs the purpose — that is answered, one would 
think, by the knowledge of the perpetrator; but what ia 
that compared to the choice relation of the harrowing de- 
tails ? Good ! good ! " she cried, laughing wildly ; " why 
to hear how the murder was committed will be almost as 
good as to see it done ; and next to the entertaining spec- 
tacle of my own murder to-morrow " 

"0, hush, liuah ! in mercy be silent!" exclaimed the 
unhappy Ed\vard Rookwood, rising from an obscure corner 
of the room where he had sat with his face buried in his 
hands. " Good God, sir ! can you derive either profit or 
enjoyment from the hideous details you seek ? If the ends 
of justice require this woman's life, take it and be satistied 
with your victim ; cease thus to gloat over the useless hor- 
rors of the revolting story," 

" Be patient, child, yet a moment ; child of my love ! 
my soul's sun ! ray Edward ! " whispered the captiyo ; 
" and for you, holy sir, you cannot, may not, enjoy this 
choice history alone ; caU iii your witnesses, and summon 
all your eager fellow-executioners ; I have a most amusing 
suene to enact for their edification, and details to gratify 
the largest possible number with the coveted feast of 
blood." 

Urged by her entreaties and goaded on by her taunts, 
the chaplain summoned various of the jail functionaries to 
the cell, which was soon crowded to excess. Then it was 
that a. Bcene ensued, for the elucidation of which we must 
again have recourse to the pages of the Caiisce Celelrte : — 

" Then the fearsome oldwife, having filled the place 
with these God-fearing men, did, of a sudden, fall into an 
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ecstasy, whereby she cried that she saw ' smoke arising out 
ot the earth ; ' and many who looked on trembled lost they 
gee gods coming up, like the terrible woman of Endor did 
make to appear, only nobody did Kee those things ; fo ihey 
let her atone to her speaking, which woa in this wise : 
First, she did espy a mail coach, which, stopping at ths 
sign of worthy Master Jones's inn, (the Green Dragon,) 
dill iut down a woman, young and fair to look on, with 
large, brown eyes, and very fair hair, and a mole no less 
sized than a si^ipcnce on her right cheek. 

" Then she cries that she sees the woman doth carry a 
bundle, and goes up many stairs, which she, the witch, 
did count ; and in after time the number of those stairs 
being right, and her never having been in Master Joncs'a 
inn, did cause no little wonderment. 

" Then she cries that she sees in that room, where the 
phantom woman enters, no longier a woman, but a young 
sailor Ud ; and she topics on his cheek, too, a mole shaped 
like a sispenoe, and also that he had brown eyes and fhii 
hair ; and then she falls a screaming and crying out that 
she liad met that sailor lad on the night of the murder in 
a deep wood near the Grange, and asking the way of her 
own very self; and at this the people ask what should fol- 
low ; but the witch says nothing of the fearsome dcd, 
only that now she sees the fair woman agitin with the mole 
on her check and the bundle ia her arms ; but this time 
Bbe is coming out of the Grange, and she looks paler than 
before, and her lips are very white and sticky. Then the 
murdered man's brother asks her what that woman with 
the mole carried, and the witch, making as if she would 
tuntio a handkerchief, declares there is a suit of clothes 
rlike a sailor's, a little pistol, and a knife with the point 
broken off; which thing striking tbo minds of those who 
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rcmemtKTed the point of a kmfe vkich was foimd sticking 
in the corpse, did coase tLcm la lend a strong ear to the 
witch wife's story. But when she cried out a^aia. with a 
woful tone, that the saQoi's clothes in (he bundle were 
spotted with blood, all did exclaim, and ^igh, and riiiTcr 
like a gnst of wind in a forest of leaver. TUeo up spake 
the chaplain, and, forgetting ^1 his dread of sorcery, he 
■ays, — 

" ' Xow tell me, goodv, what docs the woinsn do with the 
clothes, and where does she go to herself?' Whereupon 
the prisoner, looking again into the air, albeit her eyes are 
shut, doth respond. — 

" * Go search the pond that lies in the nudst of Dingle 
Dell, and there shall je find the bundle, pistol, and knife. 
See, see ! she sinks it ; and there, she hath four large 
■tones in her hand, which she ties on to the bundle, and 
BO it goes down heavilj ; but search and ye shall find it — 
search and ye sh&U find it even at this hour.* 

" Then, being questioned again about the woman with 
the mole, she stops a long spell all silent and a-dread; but 
waking up. che points to a corner where nought yet ap- 
peareth. and says, * She is there ! I see her now, and she 
is looking at pictures.' And being asked what pictures, 
she says. ' It is picture money," which thing meant bills, 
for she described many pictures like bills which were found 
in the dead man's pocket, and stood for money of divers 
foreign lands. On being asked to reckon up the money, 
she does this too with surprising quickness, and counts up 
as much as seven hundred pounds in king's money, which 
young Edward, the murdered man's brother, declares waa 
little short of the great sum which his brother should have 
had to bring from sea with him ; whereat all present were 
much astonished. Then did they ask, and she tell, tho 
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I, and tile street, ami the number where the fair woman 
sat counting the picture money ; but she could not teC the 
town, only it was near the sea. and hud many shops with 
sailor's clothes in it. Then those that were present were 
discontented ; and the poor old witch became sorrowful, 
because, says she, ' To-morrow she will go in a great ship 
across the sea, for she comes from a far-oiTland. and speaks 
with a foreign tongue, and there Bhe will take all the pic- 
ture money for which she killed "William Rookwood ; ' nnd 
then she weeps and fiUIs a-lamcnting because it was a foul 
deed, for that he, the murdered roan, had loved hci, and 
had given her much picture money before. 

" Then these good and merciful gentlemen, not willing 
to take away the life of any fellow- creature in wanton mis- 
take, did strive to obtain the kinf^'s respite till such time 
as they could search into this wondcrfvd thing ; and though 
they feared the glamour that carae from her lips, ]-et did 
the reverend chaplain quiet them by thinking for them 
— and he, trusting in God, did not fear but that truth 
might come in a vision, even as tn the days of the prophet 
Jeremiah." 

Here we quit the pages of our ancient authority, and 
though strongly tempted to follow out the quaint and in- 
genious details by which the men of law in those days fer- 
reted out the hidden mysteries of crime, we must fain skim 
OTBT the succession of wonderful revelations which the clair- 
voyant had brought to light. The sum of all was this : 
Searching the pond in Dingle Dell, and finding a bundle 
containing a suit of sailor's clothes stained with blood, a 
pistol, and a broken clasp-knife exactly corresponding to 
the steel point found in the deceased lieutenant's body, 
the eager authorities, now wild with excitement, and 
abetted by crowds of people from all quarters of the land, 
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pmaed t&eit inqvne* ■wiUk e^oal vigar aad necess. Tlie 
coa^ wfaklt had slopped ■! the haipitMe doon (^ the 
Orcen Dmgcw on the o^t oT tl^ ntonier, and at the boTir 
deacribed bj ihe ciurrojunt, v»i acccxtaiiied to have come 
from PdrtsmoWh, aad contuucd Aw oik female patsengcr. 
XTpon (jaestionisg the goard aad coachiwan. thej testified 
to the fact of her canjing a bundle, ha^ini; a tnrge and 
TCfnarknble mole on her cheek, and presenting altogeilieT 
soch an appearance as the seeresa dncribed. This nas 
enoagh. A woman, ^o had oonte there on a certain 
eight, attired herself in sailor'^ clothes, visited the Grsnge, 
and aftenvaids Funk those clothes, stained nith the evi- 
dences of murder, in an adjoining pond — on arrar of 
evidence which aooo became ampler subslaotiated. Then 
commenced the search for the fugitive ; and tracinj; ihe 
stage-coach fi?male passenger, as having come from Ports- 
moutti, the clew as to street find nomber was ftjIIonTil up 
as given by the clain-0)'ant, and found accurate in all re- 
cpecCs — too accurate, indeed, for though, such a woman as 
has been described had lodged there, had abi^cnted herself 
for a day and night, and n-as actuatlv traced from Ports- 
mouth to the village of Rookwood, in esact accordance 
with old Hannah's slory, it was found that she had indeed 
left England (in verificalion of the prediction) for the West 
Indies, and had sailed many hours before the arrival of the 
officers. Onee in the right track, the vigilanCB of justice 
was enabled to trace the whole mjstErious thread of the 
murder with accuracy. 

William Rookwood had, it seemed, formed an intimacy 
with a woman of some personal attractions, hut unparal- 
leled wickedness. Being insnored by her wiles and arti- 
fices, he had foolishly intrusted her with the knowledge 
.at he passesacd a large sum of money In foreign bank 
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Tiills, taifi that ho intended fo proccpd to the Grange, pt- 
pel its prcaent haplias occupant, and dispense his wealth 
in its adornment and repair for the ase of his iniUmoHB 
paramQur. The latter, revolting, it would seem, from the 
prospect of a acttloment bo ill i:i accordance with her 
vicious life, determined to appropriate her unfortunate 
lover's wealtli, even at the cost of Ms life. Her plan of 
action. Has found to have been orgacized with eqiinl cun- 
ning aud cold-tjioodcd determination. She had borrowed 
a suit of clothes from a poor lad of the lieutenant's own 
ship ; and as this boj- was even ihiit day to proceed to the 
Grange in attendance on his officer, she had clearly de- 
signed to implicate him in the event of any one's seeing 
her in her disguise. After a long, patient, and most ex- 
citing investigation, this singular trial terminated with 
the arrest, confession, and execution of the real mur- 
deress ; the oetufll reetoratioH of the stolen property, 
wliich was found in her possession, to young Rookwood ; 
and the honorable acquittal of the noble and sclf-saeri- 
ficing Hannah, who had so bravely condemned herself 
to lin i^ominious death, rather than the awful charge 
of fratricide should remain unexplained against her fos- 
ter child. 

My tale is ended; the two lost and only pcraonagen 
whom this wonderful history concerned, were permitted 
to return once more to the mansion of death and mys- 
tery — the crumbling ruins of Rookwood Grange, The 
last representative of that fallen house — poor Edward 
himself — entered his paternal dwelling witli none of the 
joy and satisfaction that a redemption from an ignomini- 
ous fate warranted. During the excitement of the last 
few weekp, his young face assumed the impress of long 
yearg of care ; his fine brow was marked by the furrows 
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not sunder any affection which b of the spirit, and not the 
bodg." 

'■ Angela are around na, mother, and I feel my brother*! 
spirit. O, why can I not behold him ? " cried Edward. 

" Canst thou see thine own soul, my child ? Yet it ia the 
some to-day as when it shall pass away from its mortal ten- 
ement. The soul can only he changed by the projection 
of its good or evil tendencies into thought or deed. Doat 
thou not see, my Edward, that there is nothing in the 
chemical dissolution of the atoms which compose our clay 
to change the soul within ns ? That invisible essence, re- 
ceiving ita stamp from the deeds of a lifetime, cannot be 
changed in the one moment which suffices to hberote the 
spirit from its casket." 

•■ But yet, Hannah, if I could but see him I " 

" I do," replied Hannah, calmly, " because my physical 
organization is clairvoyant ; you cannot, beeauae you are 
not so constituted; but again, I ask thee, child, if thou 
wilt deny the existence of thy own spirit and the influence 
of thy own mind, heeauae thou canat not see, feel, or hear 
it ? Thy brother bids me say, then, WUt thou also deny the 
existence of God, the presence of the stars when the 
clouds of night obscure them from the view, the radiance 
of heat, and the piercing intensity of cold, because neither 
is palpable to our esternal sight ? " 

'• Dearest ftiend, you are ever right," murmured the un- 
happy Rookwood; "but, my brother, can you see him, 
Hannah } And has he no message for me ? " 

"Ay, love, and, by hia brightly beaming eye, one of 
love and consolation." 

The seeresa was long silent ; then, bending low, she 
whispered in Edward's ear messages of love, and hope, and 
joy, such as the angels of our hcaxt'a affections come La 
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their tendEmess and beneficence to breathe forth from the 
throne of tlie lUvine Fathtr to his suffering ones on earth. 
Edward Kookwood was comforted — comforted hej'ond the 
empty sources of humoQ happineaa ; he drank in the 
knoivludge of that life to which we are tending, and hia 
spirit brolher became his pilot to the bright land of souls, 
warning him off from the reefs and shoals of crime, and 
while showing him, by bis own bitter experience, the ter- 
rible atiipwreck which be had made of his own spirit by 
his vicious life of earthly indulgence, he pointed liim to a 
thousand bright blusaoms growing on the shorea of eternity, 
which it is given man even in his earth career to gnther. 
0, thrice -blessed lamp of spirituidism, which shines in the 
darkness of the tomb over the fathomless waters of eter- 
nity. Welcome back, ye beloved ones ! ye who have 
taken the tremendous leap in the dark, and now return 
with your angel whiapera to counsel, and guide, and, by 
your angel light, to illumine, what we once called the dark 
valley of the shadow of death — what your experience has 
proved to be but a step, a mere onward footprint, in the 
vast highway of progress. Long did the young sailor 
linger amidst the ruins of the old Grange, and deep was 
his satisfaction to perceive that, by the wondrous manifesta- 
tion of her mysterious gift on the side of human justice 
and retribution, poor old Hannah excited no longer a loath- 
ing or terror, but a kind of undefinahle and awful respect, 
which he felt sure would at least insure her from molesta^ 
tion from the neighboring villagers on accauiLt of bcr singu- 
lar faculty of clairvoyance. 

For some time after the trial ended, tho poor captive 
bad been actually " lionized," and invited by many learned 
sai'aiits to come and be made a subject for their acientilic 
experimenCa, Rcjccling every offer, however, that threat- 
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ened tg break tbe chain of what she deemed her obTious 
destiny, old Hannali once more took up her residence at the 
scene of her life's fatality ; agBin the ivy and the Bolitary 
old woman flutlered round tbe crumbling ruins together. 
Edward Rookivood waa gone — gone on his last voyage ; 
at least tradition (which is ever circumstaatio] in its di;tail 
of facts) assigned hinj a fonndercd ship and a watery 
grave. Of his actual fate I have no more data to found 
on than a little poem, the last production of poor Hannah's 
pen; it was found with hor manuscripts, or autobiography, 
many months after Edward's departure from Rookwood, 
■when the village mourners assembled to lay tbe form of the 
«eeress beneath the vast e!m which flhaded the painted oriel 
window of what had once been the library. The poem 
was eagerly perused, and many copies made in memory of 
her whom in life they had persecuted as a witch, and in 
death were ready to canonize as a saint. 

Tbey laid her within the shade of the ivied walla with 
which her own humble life had been identified. This was 
her last and only request, and it waa made with many 
apologies for the trouble she would cause in the gratifica- 
tion of her heart's dearest petition. It was proposed, in 
the excitement which her dying fame awakened, to erect a 
mnnument over her resting place ; but the wild March 
winds, which roared in their majestic harmonies a requiem 
over her lonely grave, formed for themselves a fitting mon- 
ument of hor heart's love and their giant pow?r. Turret 
and bastion, tower and hall, were levelled in one shapeless 
ruin by the desolating hand of the storm-fiend in a single 
night, and morning found the shivered elm and the scat- 
tered ruin piled up in a superb mausoleum over the spot 
which covered the mortal remains of the Last Tenant of 
Rookwood Grange. 



112 



rSB HAUKTED SRUHSB, 



MANUSCRIPT POEM 

Found in the Ruins of Rookwood Grange, on the Demise 
of its last Tenant, Hannah Morrison. 

A uoTiiEK parts from lier sailor boy ; 

Her lone heart knows no hojie or joy. 
Although he cries, " To my native shore, 
mother, I'll soon return once more." 

Long hours and days are gone. 
And years roll on ; yet still no word 
Of comfort cheers the mother's moan. 
Till one etem Toice is heard. 

Weep on, weep on ; thy sailor boy 

Is gone to the land of hope and joy ; 

Lo ! he sleeps 'neath the wave on s foreign shore, 

And he'll now return to thee no more. 

That cold, stern voice has falsely shown. 
For sorrowing hearts are ne'er alone, 
And, wafted from the spirit shore, 
The loved and lost return once more. 

And the lone one's sailor boy 
Is near, and ever hovering round, 
And fondly whispering- la her car, 
" Weep not ! thy child is found. 

" An angel is thy sailor boy ; 
^rom lands of hope, and love, and joy, 
He comes to saj', though life is o'er. 
He now returua to part no more." • 
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TFI WAS night on the wild, stormy ocean, A noble ship 
X heaved and struggled amidst the tossing biUmve which 
broke on the tremendous iron-bound rocks whose dark 
forms upheaveci on one of the wildest parts of Northumber- 
land. A thick pail of impenetrable blackness shadowed 
the wild waste of waters, lilted only bj* fitful gleams of the 
forked lightning. The demons of the air were shrieking in 
chocus to [he hoarse booming of the mighty waves, while 
the roar of heavtn'B artillerj- broke in strong and awful ca- 
dence to the voices which made up the great hallelujah of 
the tempest. 

At times, amidst the crash of elemental strife, another 
and yet more appalling sound broke through the burdened 
air; — 'twas the heart- stirring cry of human agony — the 
tones of plaintive voices pleading with the God of the dark- 
ness and the storm for life — life ! the precious boon of life ! 
There were many doomed souls tossing in their ocean grave 
that night; for at length the dying ship, after many a gul- 
Inrit struggle, shivered and parted, and slowly yielded up 
her own last breath in the crushing arms of the mighty 
billows. Her noble crew and despairing pussengcrs were 
launched into the boiling gulf of the trackless waters. 
None heard their death-shriek — no human eye saw them 
die' — beheld the tossing arms madly grappling with the 
10* 
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blsck air, or the writhing fonns and staring eyes battling 
ioi life amidst the nhite fvtf which dashed them on the 
rude, pointed rocks near which thej had been wrecked. 

And yet, high ot«t all ijje dreadful Bounds irhich made 
up the reqaicm of that ship's crew, two persistent wailing 
voices pleaded atill for life. They were passengers on board 
— an old man and a young and very fair woman. The 
former wad very rich, with a noble name and high descent. 
Ue was going humc, after yean of pninful toil in foreign 
lands, spent in heaping up wealth enough to redeem his 
old ancestral house and lands from heavy mortgages, and 
to dower the fair and haughty lady who accompanied him 
(his only child) with an estate equal to the proudest nobles 
of the land. O, how dear life was to these wealthy and 
aspiring great ones of earth ! and how fruntically they 
sought to avert the destruction which was little or nought 
to the " common people " oround them, but became so verj 
terrible to those who had lived only in the hope of the very 
hour which threatened to cmsh life, and aim, and purpose, 
all in one overwhelming destruction ! 

Ere the threatened danger was consummated, they had 
rushed from one to another of the hardy crew, and striven 
to prompt them to some special exercise of their strength 
to save ihfir lives. 

"You shall have gold — heaps of gold — whole piles, 
bars, ingots, if you will but save us," they cried. 

" Your gold is of no avail here," replied the stern mas- 
ter ; " it will neither spHce a rope nor lash a spar. Prepare 
to meet your God, or see if you can brihe him to work a 
miracle with your gold." 

" For the sake of that fair and high-bom lady," whis- 
pered the old man to a noble young seaman. ** Think ! 
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ahe is the daughter of a peer o( the realm ; she can confer 
hoDor and distinction with her lightest smite." 

" Honor and distinction are words which have no chartn 
in the realm of old ocean,'' replied the sailor. " If I eon 
■ave, with the sacrifice of my own life, any of this doomed 
company, it will be yonder unmurmuring humble woman, 
vho clasps her infant so heroically to her breast, and ask* 
of God life for her babe — no safety for herself." 

*' Take ail — take every thing, — the hand of a peeress, 
— ihe irealth of a millionnaire, — houses, lands, rank, sta- 
tion, — only save our lives!" shrieked the despairing pas- 
sengers, white the sullen and disgusted crew turned away 
to make their peace with God and prepare for entrance into 
that kingdom where rank and wealth have neither name 
nor place. 



The last signal-gun had sounded ; the last crash and dy- 
ing shriek had sent its lengthening echoes far across the 
restless wave ; the moaning tempest had hushed itself into 
sleep, and the leaden mists of a hea\"y morning spread like 
a pall over the now silent expan.'ie of the deep. The noble 
ship and her gallant crew had passed Irom mortal view for- 
ever. The secret of theii fate was entombed in ±he fath- 
omless depths of the ocean, to he revealed only when the 
sea shall give up the mystery of her trackless kingdom of 
death. 

A fine boat's crew of daring men, whose generous hearts 
had responded to the awful signals of woe from the nTeck, 
had ventured forth amidst the boiling surf, and shared the 
doom of those they sought to save. Three human souls 
were all that had escaped the general ruin. These «-ere 
the leader of the boat's crew — a brave old seaman, eicperi- 
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ea€td in sadi perilavs sctaea — and tbe eager, telfiih pur, 
wbo clung arooad him with a peitinaicitj whicli lefi kim ito 
altenutive bat to tare tli«ir lives or Bacfifice liis own. 

Tbojsrre laie then — uJe onluuLtoo; and Bow.wbife 
tbe dfcndkiog rain feU mi a wUd and d«salata coast, they 
had gained the tbelter at the onlj hnt irMch broke the nticx 
loneUneM for many miles around. Aod doit thef aat t^ 
tbe blazing pine fire on the old fidennan'g bearth, but still 
beneath tbe ntadowj wing of death- A wretclieid, wailing 
widow hang over the dicncbed and lifeless bodj of a [ve- 
cioDs companion, who bad perished in the Tain attempt to 
■we the crew of tbe doomed ship. His corpse, now washed 
ashore ta the Teiy feet of the bereaTed woman, bad been 
conreyed to hia huntble home, and engrossed her onlj 
• thought. The warm &rc she bad so foodlj kindled to greet 
hb return Sashed in fitful gleams upon his day-cold face, 
and the untasted morning's meal her loving hands had pre- 
pared, stood like a ceremouial olTcring, waiting for the 
mourners to feast in honor of the silent dead. 

As the day wore on, and the shipwrecked " great ones " 
vainly sought for aid amidst the deTastatiOn without and 
the all-absorbing woe within, they first bethought them of 
offering aomc commonplace expressions of sympathy touch- 
ing the uncertauity of life and the extreme satisfaction 
which the dead man must have felt in sacrificing his life 
for others. 

"And what are those others to me?" replied tbe be- 
reaved woman. " Wliat are they to him ? Had he saved 
a thousand such as you, they could not bring him back lo 
lil^. Were you the monarch on the throne, your kingdom 
would be to me, or him, a poor exchange for life. O life, 
life ! the only good, the only real possession 1 The empire 
of tbe globe is but a bawble when compared with tbee ! " 
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'Twas midnlg^ht, and still the widow wotehed the move- 
less dead. Her selfish grief enchained her to his bier, and 
the frail and delicately -nurtured lady, who, with dripping 
garments and sinking frame, had scarce ivithstood the action 
of the storm, the late terrific scene and present desolation, 
lay in a corner of the room beneath a thin old rug, while 
her distracted father hung in helpless agony over her evi- 
dently dying form. Suddenly the red glare of the pine 
torch became extinct, while a hght. soft, mellow, and un- 
earthly, diflused itself throughout the hut, and gilded the 
BCene with more than, midday power. A low strain of 
music, at first so distant that it sounded like an echo from 
another world, hut growing nearer until it filled the whole 
chamber with dellcloua melody, crept over the listening ear, 
and stilled the mourners into silent transport. And now 
revolving misis floated around, first dimly shadowing every 
object to their view, theu formrag into a gauzy medium, in 
which they saw reflected a diorama of a scene more fair 
than mortal eyes had ever beheld before. 

The fabled paradise of Persia, the Elysian fields which 
ancients loved to dream of, no fabled Eden ever was so fair 
as this most radiant landscape ; whOe moving here and 
there were forms of light and joyous faces seen, whom each 
remembered to have perished in the storm. There was the 
patient mother with her smiling babe, the little ship-boy, 
and the captain hold, each gallant mate, and, Inst of all, 
they saw the strong, brave men who perished in the strife, 
to save the wailing, helpless, shipwrecked crew. The brave 
young fisherman, the -nddow's love, with free, bold step and 
emUing face, was there, and he it was whoso soft, low speech 
was heard sounding from out the mist — the voice of one, 
rolling from an illimitable distance, and yet borne, free, 
dear, and bell-Hke, through the realms of space. 
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" What deer, dear love, and worthy friends ? what cheer ? 
Why do jrou look to ocean and the grave ? You n-ill not 
find joax loved ones sleeping there. Life cannot be crushed 
out. We're all in life ; we've but exchanged onr garmei.ts 
and our homes. Look up, not down, if you would fathom 
life. Look onward, and not back, if you would see its 
purpose. Man of noble name and sounding title, let thy 
daughter go ; her thread of life can never be broken quite, 
but all thy wealth can never make it happy unless 'tis scat- 
tered far and wide to bless the poor and needy. Whene'er 
thy lordly rank shall prove a tree whose branches shadow 
humble ones and lowly, then will it prove to thee a palace 
fair, when in the land of life tbou find'st it planted. The 
lady's beauty will outshine the stars when in the homes of 
life 'tis decked with goodness. Thy wealth will plant for 
thee a. golden Eden if in the hearts of suffering ones 'tia 
Bown ; but bind thee in its golden dungeon-Fbaine, if in thy 
Belfiah soul alone 'tis treasured. Life on the earth is seed 
sown in the ground, to ripen into poison-weeds or blossoms, 
here in the land where souls first learn that life may be the 
subject of a mighty change, but never of destruction. 

"Companion — love — look up! Lo, every soul that 
breaks its prison house of clay becomes a guardian prop 
to its own loved one's steps. The turmoil of earth's fitful 
fever o'er, the spirit first knows life — sees in it conse- 
quence of act — becomes the atmosphere of those it loved, 
their whispering counsellor, their mind's interior strength. 
Value this eaith-life only as a means — nor death the end, 
but simply as the gate through which thy friend becomes 
thy angel guide, thy Father's minister to lead thee home." 

The vision melted, and the dying girl, borne by the an- 
gels home, oft whispered low, when moonbeams silvered 
o'er her father's head, " Father, come home ; but bring 
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with thee the wealth of widows' bleaaings, grateful orphans' 
tears, or else the life we prayed for is a wreck, more terri- 
ble unto the soul than death or ocean grave." 

The widow trimmed her home and lit her fire, and oft 
she cheered the shipwrecked stranger's heart. Her spirit- 
lore she knew was ever near, for soul nerer died ; and 
'* earih-life'g hut a meant" to lead her borne where life m 
truth begins, and shipwrecked mariners find port at last. 
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MARGAEET INFELIX, 



OR A NARRATIVE CONCERNING A HATJNTED MAN. 



NUTE.— Allflt poruilng Ibo msnniorlpt of the foUowinjr nirratiTC, (wUcli 
wnH plnccd Id our hands b^ a third prtrly.) we van la doubt nhelher tho 
authori'ea ioioaded it oa a romnnc^e rounded do fncts. or whuthcr she In- 
Itnilod to ri^prcBnDt Iho pxImoriUoary Inu^dcats which It bi-'CU Torth oB 
hnviiig actually onil litcralli/ tnken plnod. Wo havn since, however, hud an 
tat<.'Tvlew with Mlis Ilardluge on the Bohjoctf uid sho aa9ur<!A aa thJit tho 
iQcJdoDtH ai^tuntl; occurn?d in erfry pnrficutar an herein slatslt she having 
received ihem Immedlutelj IVom poraouB ta vhom tbej wore rnmlUiirlf 
known ; and, althongh sbo boB euppn:dscd names, throug'h delicjwy (o tho 
nuiny flnrvivin;^ rPliiUves of the partk'a who tpcolDlly fi^irp la tho atory, 
abe luaurea ub Ihnt the facta atat^d jitq kuowu and will bo rouo^^ulzud by 
petsaD»lD.Sag]BJi± — Editor qf" The Spiritvat Tekgn^h." 

" fT\HE real and the ideal," who can draw the line be- 
A twcen them ? Who can say whether there be in 
reality a diatinction between thera at all ? If the human 
mind be incapable of generating an original idea, then it 
follows as a necessity that there must be, a priori, a 
reality for the conception of every vagrant idea which the 
mind is capable of sustaining. 

I shall not now offer any speculations of my own on 
this subject. The discrete degrees which exist between 
the psychological delusions of self and those produced by 
Bpirit impression have yet to be weighed and measured by 
a profounder knowledge of the science of mentality than 
any to which our theorists of to-day hare attained. If the 
following narrative, which occurred almost within ray own 
experience, will aerre to Bet the savaia, who determine 
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these matters sa entirely to their own and other people's 
eatL-ifaclinn, to reusoning on a aubjcct so deeply intcrcsling 
to dll, I )>hall be among the number of grateful recipients 
of thu benefit. 

Some yeurs ago it was remnrked that a young clergy- 
man of the ChuroU of England, who had become highly 
popular in his vocation, manifested a remarkable pcrti- 
niicity in rtfuaing to accept of any settled " livbig," or 
confining himself to any given locality. His many accom- 
plishments of mind and person procured him Lnnumerable 
offcra of lucrntive and permanent positions; indeed, it 
could not be doubted that he might have attained to high 
church preferment, could he be induced to change his rest- 
leas and erratic course of Itfo. Hid custom was to go from 
place to place, and from church to church, offering hia 
terviccs to brother priests, aud occasionally accepting a 
very limited engagement to do duty in some remote place ; 
but even then his wandering spirit sought relief in es- 
chatigQ of duty with every clergyman in his neighborhood. 

This singular conduct, and the stern silence which he 
maintained as to the cause of his eccentricity, naturally 
drew upon him universal comment; and at length, that 
largest half of the world who so generously neglect their 
own welfare, in absorbing interest in the buainesa of other 
people, decided, in solemn conclave, to faaten upon the 
young divine the following particulars : The first of these 
was, that he had been a poor curate, but had suddenly 
risen into wealth by an acquisition of fortune, none could 
tell from whence ; secondly, that although he was univer- 
sally courted, and esteemed the handsomest as well as the 
most eloquent preacher of the day, he was ia manners and 
habits unsocial, reserved, and even morose, — living alone, 
and, as before stated, forever in a constant state of 
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change; while, thirdly, "in conclusion," Had above all, 
and beyond all, it was rcmatki'd that, wherever he ap- 
peared, to preach, he was invariably followed by a lady, 
who, without ever being seen to speak to him, or hold the 
slightest comiQuniDLi with bim, took her place at every 
seivice in some conspicuous position as neatly as possible 
in front of the pulpit. She was tall and graccfi;il ; her 
drees betokened better days, being of that kind of faded 
gentility which su eloquently speaks of the fallen externals 
of fleeting fortune and the changeless internal dignity of 
true breeding. It was impossible to judge of her age : for 
thongU her giiit and manner eshibited the composed grace 
which marks the gentlewoman of any time of life, her 
features were entirely concealed by a splendid white lace 
veil of impenetrable thickness. In summer and winter, 
irost and heat, slorm and sunshine, "the white lady," as 
she was termed, appeared in her accustomed place. Who 
and what she wa.s, why she came, and how, were points 
which no scrutiny, however prying or persistent, seemed 
likely to determine. What was her connection with the 
young minister, was a mystery equally impenetrable with 
her veil. They were never seen to speak, nor did his eyes 
ever, in the whole course of the sernce, appear to turn 
towards her ; on the contrary, he was noticed studiously to 
avoid directing his glances to the spot where she was ; nor 
was he on any occasion recognized by (he world as being 
in communion with her : and yet it was urged that some 
understanding, and that of the most direct kind, must 
subsist between them ; for, however suddenly he might 
decide upon changing his course, even between morning 
and evening service, though the slightest incident might 
arise to alter his destination, and careful plans were often 
laid to practise thus upon him, it could never be dis- 



OH ritE H*t-NTED MAN. 



123 



covered that he. cither com muni catci] with her, or to nny 
one who could inform her of the course of his erratic 
movements. Oa the contrary, it was at length btUcved 
that the extreme care with which he strove to envelop 
those movements in mystery was caused by a desire to 
elude the vigilance of his mysterious attendant. If this 
was his object, the failure was certainly signal, for none 
ever remembered, during many years, to have seen Mr. 
H. preach without the presence of his phantom-like audi- 
tress. 

Those who most narrowly scrutinized the conduct of 
this singular couple could detect certain evidences in the 
prcncher'a maimer, that the effect upon himself, at least, 
was prejudicial, if not actually ruinous, to heidth, happi- 
ness, and intellect. Many who remembered the brilliant 
advent of his short career, were confounded when they 
considered how rapidly he had groivn oid, how evanescent 
had been the bloom and beauty of youth, how transient 
the glow of luHtrouB health on the cheek and brow. It 
was aad to watch the deepening furrows and wasting lines 
of cankering care, eollng so openly into the thin cheek 
aad pallid brow. The light of his e3-es looked out from 
"the window of the soul" in troubled, fitful glare, like 
the eager search of on unquiet spirit "seeking rest and 
finding none." Nothing seemed to escape the rugged 
tooth of the hidden worm that was gnawing its way from 
the depths of his silent, suffering soul to the tell tale 
surface of the tabernacle, but the pathetic tones of his 
melting voice. A deeper cadence, a more passionate in- 
flection, a more soul-stirring ring, like a well-strong harp 
responding lo the touch of u master-hand, echoing to the 
chords of the deepest of human passions, were tho ele- 
ments which seemed to gather power and intensity with 
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Mr. H- &S tilt presence of sonm unmUtaliafale cause of 
internal suffering stamped its evidences in prematnre decay 
on other conditions of his oi^anization- As the feeling 
of interest connected with the mystery that surrounded 
him deepened into sympatiiy, the preacher's popularity 
increased in inverse ratio to the probable duration of hii 
ministry. 

It waa at b period, lloweTer. when the very oil of life 
itself appcured to be nearly expended, and the flame now 
flickering in its socket to be almost on the verge of expira- 
tion, that the minister v/oa seen for severe sucoessire Sun- 
dnysi mitkmit bis veiled attendant. At first the cooAision 
which this fact occasioned in the minds of the various 
congregations among whom he was accustomed to appear, 
directed attention from the priest himself; but when tha 
curious bejjan to scrutinize the effect which this absence 
would have upon him. great was theit astonishment lo 
behold the very same phenomena in the conduct of the 
preacher which had invariably marked his manner in the 
presence of the unknown. There was the same nniious 
avoidance of a particular part of different aisles where Ihc 
lady had been accustomed, as if seeking the most con- 
spicuous possible position, to appear — the sudden, nbritpt 
turning of the head away, which had so often given token 
that his eyes had involuntarily encountered a disagreeable 
object ; nay, as he passed down the aisle to change his 
robe previous to the communion service, he was again and 
again observed (o move aside and even gather it up, as if 
to avoid contact with what had once occupied a space now 
filled by empty air. 

Many months passed away subsequent to (he disappear- 
ance of the ni5-steriouB lady, without any other change in 
Mr. H.'s equally mysterious deportment than an increased 
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HCceleratiDn of that visible and rapid decaj of pLj'alcal 
strength of which we have before spoken, At length it 
happened that Mr. H. was solicited to visit a very distant 
part of the north of England, which it was supposed was 
his birthplace, but which he had never returned to Kince 
the period when he had left it, converted from a poor curate 
info a. rich man, Mr. H. manifested an unusual reluc- 
tance to visit this place, and it was only at the earnest 
entreaty of a gentleman who had bestowed much medical 
skill and kindness upon him during a. long fit of sickness, 
that he could be induced to comply with the requisition 

of the parishioners of Y , to do duty for their rector 

during his temporary absence. 

On arriving at the churcli where ho was to officlfttc, his 
restlessness and uncertainty of manner became more than 
usually apparent. His furtive glances were perpetually 
directed towards an empty space directly in front of the 
pulpit, and the distress which he evidenced in glancing in 
that quarter was so marked that at last the congregation 
began to look as eagerly into the vacancy as himself. On 
pRssing the spot, too, to the surprise of all, he suddenly 
atopped, aa if some one had addressed him, bent his head 
slightly, aa if in acknowledgment of a communication, and, 
with an ashy paleness on his face, proceeded to the vestry 
room to change his robes. As he returned again to the 
altar, his unaccountable conduct, combined with the singu- 
lar rumors which prevailed about him, broke through all 
the conventional forms which hedge in such a scone with 
a wall of strict etiquette, and the whole congregation 
simultaneously rose to observe his movements. Without 
paying the least attention to the rustic around him, hs 
proceeded up the aisle with the same downcast look which 
ever marked his way, until he arrived at the vacant space, 

11» 
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when be was observed to draw aside his robe, as his cns- 
tota had been when he had been compelled to pass id 
direct prosimiEy to the reiled ladj. Some wondered whv 
he drew aside his garments from the viewless air ; othETS 
prouounced it the force of habit ; and some few wondered 
whom the preacher addressed when he murmutcd, as he 
passed the piapty space, " For the. last lime on earth, 
remember." 

That day the minister had to spend with a venerable 
old man, who had once been an incumbent of the parish. 
He was a kind person, highly esteemed, both for his 
wealth and the nohlc use he miide of it. As he returned 
to the manse with his reverend guest, he maintained a 
profound silence ; hot the moment they entered the door, 
he invited him to accompany him into his library, where 
the two sat down at the open window, as if for serious 
converse. It was a lovely autumn day; the woods and 
lawna were glowing in the rich, mellow tints of dying sum- 
mer ; tall forest trees shaded the painted Gothic windows 
of the still, calm retreat of learning in which they sat. 
The noble windows, open to the Boor, looked out <ipon 
the silent resting-places of the village dead ; the grassy 
mounds and moss-grown stones telling " the short and 
simple annals of the poor," while the deep stillness of 
the scene was only broken by the cawing of a colony of 
rooka, the solitude -loving yet noisy tenants of those spots 
most consecrated to mystery aud repose. 

After the involuntary tribute of some minutes' silence, 
which both gentlemen felt bound to pay to the presiding 
spirit of this peaceful scene, the elder commenced by say- 
ing, " Mr. H., it grieves me to be under the painful 
necessity of warning you that you ore likely to encounter 
some opposition from claimants to the property you are 
now in possession of." 



OB THE UAir.vTEU axs. 



127 



" Indeed," replied the party addreSBcd, scarcely mani- 
festing BufEcient interest in the communication to turn his 
tead from the open window. 

" Yes, sir," rejoined tlic old gentleman ; " the family 
of tbc late Mrs. F. I. have informed ine, their uncle, of 
their rrsolutinn to dispute your title to the large sama you 
became possessed of in her name." 

'■ The tale Mrs. F. I. ! " shouted the young man, spring- 
ing Dp from his chair, and fixing on his companion a look 
which almost froze liim to stone. 

" Ay, sir," stttmmercd the other, " Is it possible you 
can be ignorant of Mrs. F. I.'a decease, nearly eight 
months jigo f " 

'• Dcecaac f — eight months ago!" replied Mr. H. 
" Old man, you rave! " 

" Now, sir, if I mistake not greatly, it is you who 
rave," rejoined the rector. " The unhiippT course which 
my niece thought proper to pxirsuc, in following yon all 
over England, appearing in your presence on every occa- 
sion of your ministry, while life lasted, has stamped that 
life with too unfortunate a notoriety for me to question 
that you, or any one connected with her, can bo ignorant 
that she expired eight months ago, and now lies not ten 
feet from the spot on which we stand." 

As he spoke, he pointed to a slab of white marble, 
separated from the other graves in the quiet churchyard 
before them by a row of small rose-bushea, which were 
abeady beginning to form a hedge around the last earthly 
home of her whose remains they sheltered. The old man 
then proceeded to speak of the efforts which some one 
was making to dispossess him of his property; but Mr. H., 
without heeiling him, rushed through the window, glanced 
hastily at the slab, on which was simply traced these 
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words, !' Margaret Infelis," and turned wildly to his com- 
panion, exclaiming, " You, then, are Mrs. 1''. I.'s uncle. Dr. 
Masham ? " 

"I am," was the reply, "You knew her by sight?" 

" As weli aa I know ray own children.. She was equEiIly 
dear to me,"' 

" And do jou mean to say that you, in calm poEsesston 
of your senses, will deny that yon saw her to-day — anw 
her in the very centre of ihe aisle, standing the whole time, 
as it has ever been her custom to do, dressed as she has 
been accustomed to dress for the last eight months, in shin- 
ing white silk, with a black instead of a. white veU., and 
that for the first time since her dreadful persecution began, 
she spoke to me ? My God, why do I ask this ? You must 
have seen it ; you sat close by ; JOU might almost have 
heard her speak. Every one sees and hears its ^vhenever 
we appear. All must have seen it — seen me, too, aa I 
returned an answer to her." 

" Will you permit me to ask what you supposed her to 
say ? " stammered the rector, whose very lips were now 
becoming livid. 

" She said," rejoined Mr. H., " ' We meet, for the last lime 
on ear/li.' I felt so confused at hearing her voice, that I 
could not answer her at once, but overjoyed at the prospect 
of release from this dreadful persecution, I replied, as I 
returned. ' For the last time on earth, remember.' 

" O, sir,'' continued the unhappy man, speaking with 
on impetus (vhich proved that the dreadful secret, so long 
the incubus of bis soul, now bursting from lips which had 
for the first time given vent to the agony of his overcharged 
heart, would come forth, — " 0, sir, what a life of insup- 
portable torture has this same most miserable wealth, of 
which you spoak, cost me ! In my humble curacy, not 
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many miles from Ihis villttgc, 1 liveil happy and rcspccled. 
I was betrothed lo iho n-omon of my eboice, a sweet villap;8 
Bower, whose loveliness was her dower, whoae purity and 
truth were the posscssiona which raonarchs might have cov. 
eted. We were both orphans, and if the demons of ambi- 
tion and avarice had not tempted me to aspire to loftier 
fortnnes, O, how supremely blessed might I not nt this mo- 
ment have been in the possession of my lost Mary ! O 
Mary, Mary ! would I had died for thee ! One fatal even- 
ing', when it seemed as if some new-born fire kindled up 
my Sabbath evening address into an unwonted torrent of 
inspiration, I was accosted after service by a distiiiKnished 
and fashionably dicsacd wuman, who appeared among ua 
aa a stronger. She asked me if I would share her splendid 
equipage on my way home, as she wished to converse with 
me. Under the excuse of needing spiritual advice which 
I alone was qualified to give, she formed my actjuaintance, 
and soon drew from the sinless heart of youth the hitherto 
nnfatliomed aspirations of ambition and avarice, which were 
gradually developing in my heart, I soon learned that this 
hidy was rich, high born, a widow, and lo my utter aslon- 
iahmenl I discovered that she was actually enamoured of the 
humble curate and his insignificant pretensions to village 
fame. I forbear to trace the process by which this terrible 
arbitress of my fate gained complete mastery over all my 
better feelings. The temptations of power, dignity, prefer- 
ment, and wealth held out but feeble lures in opposition to 
my devoted attachment to my precious mountain flawer; 
hut at length 1 was weak enough to promise that if she 
would place hei fortunes in my hands as a teat of her sin- 
cerity, I in return would abandon Mary, marry her, and 
yield up my destiny to her guidance. For the riches I 
should thus attain, and the quick and lofty church prefur- 



ISO 



HABGASET IX7SL1X, 



ment gbe assurf d me of, I was contented tlien to barter nay 
soul to the fiend. When this woman Gtst placed her ecor- 
mou3 TCcallh at m; disposal, I honestlj declare it was ni; 
firm intention to redeem my pledge, and marry her ; but 
alaa ! alas ! who shall slay himself on the swift ocean of 
crime, when once his bark ia launched ? The sea of error 
ia ehorelcBS, and death alone can break the spell in its irre- 
trievable pathway. The very hour I found myself in pos- 
session of the widow's wealth, 1 eloped with my first love 
&om my native village. Alas, poor Mary! She was as 
innocent as the slaughtered victim at the altar of the menns 
whereby I had so suddenly acquired wealth, and the rea- 
sons which urged me to insist upon a change of name and 
temporary concealment. Again I planted my foot on the 
ground, and vowed I would retrieve the past by a life of 
charity, usefulness, and devotion to my unconscious wife ; 
and again the rck-ntlesa mngnetism of strcDgthcning evil 
goaded me on to fresh crime. Scarcely knowing the use or 
value of the wealth I had abstracted, I squandered it in 
vice of ever)- kind_in the pursuit of void excitement and 
lawless anodynes to bitter memory. When, alter s few 
months of reckless and disgraceful extravagance, I found 
myself once more reduced to extreme poverty. I resolved to 
return with my poor, broken-hearted Mary to the homes of 
our childhood, and ascertain bow far my character might 
have suffered in my absence, ere 1 ventured to endeavor to 
establish a little school. As my intrigue with my much 
wronged victim had been kept entirely secret, even from 
my wife herself, I had every hope that I should be enabled 
to retrieve the past, without any other penalty than such as 
I might have to pay to an injured woman's vengeance. 
Alas for me ! 1/ I could have foreseen what that was to 
be, I need have neither feared nor expected any thing more 
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teiriblp. One evening, just os I hod completed every 
arrangement for iny intendeil journej", I returned to the 
cottage where I had left niy ivit'e and a new-born babe, 
icarecly a week old. I returned to find the cottage and 
both its precious inmates a heap of rnins — consumed, as it 
was subsequently made evident, by an incendiary ; both 
mother and child bad perished in one burning wreck. 
When night came, and the crowd of sympathixing neigh- 
bors whom the horrible calnmity had drawn around me bad 
left me to my unutterable woe, a, ladj' entered my apart- 
ment, whom, to my horror and shame, I recognized as Mrs. 
F. I. 'Edward H.,' she began, 'coward, traitor, and 
thief! I am yet but partially avenged — watching the 
favorable moment, J drslroyed your wife and child ! Seek 
not to arrest or convict me ; the instrumenta who served 
me are beyond your reach ; their safety and their silence 
are bought by a price which places them forever out of 
your power. Now Icam your doom ! Go forth and preach 
with lying lips, a seducing tongue, and felon's speech ! Go 
forth and ttach lessons of virtue and morality ; but go 
where you «'ill, do what you will, say what you will, living 
or dead, I will never leave you more ! Till the hour of 
doom, when we jntist part forever, these lips shall never 
address you by word or token, but my presence shall be 
your continual shame, the sight of me your everlasting tor- 
ment, and the consciousness of that presence a fire which 
nought but the death of holh can quench.' O, sir, you 
never can imagine how fearfully that awful denunciation 
has been visited upon me. These eyea have never beheld 
her face, that tone of doom has never again sounded in my 
ears until to-day ; but the horrible consciousness that she 
was there, the certainty that I could not escape her, the 
hideous prescience by which she seemed able to divine my 
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Don fccitt pka to elsde bs vi^bnee, *ad enr fsnent 
bcr ^piltinK yi e aLuu, in nj pUb at emj tiini, tlte ajmost 
tarpenUnal power with wkkh ahe urfbUed me in be* 

of > tliick 



^leadial abBoopfaere, ba» been hke the 
aftd 4eadljr poiaon iafnied iitto my rery li& ^imciple. or a 
abroad drawn between ue asd the l^tt of tfae mn, who«e 
tcniUe TeQ can oolf be rent bf deatb." 

*-But, inoct unbappf jKiang man," (cplied tbe tector, 
wboae heait was de«plj mored bf tbis atisng* reidtal, 
" fOD have been freed from tiaa pRMoee fiv the last eight 
montha; it u enough that Mrs. F. I., tny niece, expired 
soddenlj of a fit of apoplexy in this Tery home ; that I m;- 
mdt pronounced the funeral service orer face remains, and 
that her &bseace frum yoxir path has been the theme of as 
much commenl as her presence nsed to he." 

" It may be so," murmured the young man, after a 
paiue; "none erer dared Co speak to mc or qaestion me 
on the subject ; none, therefore, would converse with me 
of her absence. Uer name was a secret ; none would, 
therefore, apprise me of her death, if it were known ; but 
when yoa tcU me she has ever been absent from her accus- 
tomed place, that the teas not there thi» morning, and did 
not speak the words which I have repeated to you, you 
ask me to discredit that which has been as palpable to me 
u the light of yonder blessed sun is to you. And now 
leave me ; on this grave I would say a prayer, the £rst my 
heart has yearned to breathe for many long years." 

His request waa complied with ; but when the rector re- 
turned some hours hence, alarmed by his protracted ab- 
sence, he found him lying concealed beneath some bushes 
at a little distance, cold and lifeless as the marble by his 
side. The old man aided to bear him to the house, sigh- 
ing aa they went, " At last then he is — Edward Felix." 
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The newspaper account of the finale to this tragedy an- 
nounced that " the spectre-haunted minister" had suddenly 
died of apoplexy ; but none of those who knew the details 
of his strange history were ever able to decide whether, ■ 
for eight long months, the veiled lady whom the ntinkter 
saw was the real or ideal Margaret Infelix. 
12 
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^^IflMe "On TJ''*' -UlUlC^^ti -n«* SltES JE -M^'iiajr fm J|t lie 

ea^-iiadcaia ii *:ieneg ^ut ae j_iuiii:aili a£ jtt; sod vet ic 
w M iie -iear gerggrion je riing^ -riicri wc oociiii. iy die 

her maa; viried ;£±±- xad. as ms^w^^eg atasia wu&in ooe 
»w:t ii«srta, viuca. maks taaaic iBiIy winsL we kaow- fa^ 
&> wmbiae rr^E *■•'"■■» bim harauai^. Thas we awe to 
diA ii'Jidj /it ^rjttzj a reco^nfnciL of poecie cmifit'BCffis ni 
'/vr lyifA EAScm. TLe complex and. tinoBt ^nS-rfn. soeoce 
'A ma^.«marl=a t>Tea^d fa the imn^aaaa t£ soaiifiig 
Bi^ifli's, '/^f:tA k wtalcb. of lea^kcoa to the id<fciit moppce- 
c.'iibfe by thM« who harg not reached its -^riilaanA. tiepths. 
Th4 Mi«T>M* eA geologr and astcoQamj ue bat \sjt whicli 
ar.Iiy^k tbe cabinet* ot infimtr in space and ostiuscient wis- 
df/rr. in rirder, while the iiutrncted mind cvnr wh«re feels 
tli« cUw Af first priDrapIn to be the bbrtb of some latent 
i^tt within, which contd never be extemaliied bat for the 
primal rcvtlaticm ofiti exi«tence. 

"WiH vift\i\% acceptance of modem spiritoallsm b an 
e«pcc!al illustration of this position. Who has ever reeog- 
niKcd t)i« tangibilitj' of ita &ct*, without perceiving tbat it 
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was but the solution to a problem that had had a world- 
wide and iafinite existence ? The unders tan ding spirit' 
ualist receives the phenomsna as nothing new, but simply 
ss an expIaTiation of that which had hitherto existed with- 
out an explanation ; hence the science leaves the facta 
precisely where it found them, but reniovpa the sphere of 
their openey from unknown to known causes — from the 
world of supeniaturaiism to the realms of law and nature. 

The following passages trom the life of one whose his- 
tory would appear as an insoluble problem, except iii the 
light of modern spiritualism, I offer to the world with a 
view of showing how intimately the phenomena repudiated 
by the savana of the world for tbeir strange aberrations 
from natural law, have in reality been underlying all the 
familiar phases of that hfe which derives its chief beauty, 
excellence, and ascension to higher nnfoldments from the 
constant yet unrecognized ministry of the inhabitants of 
another world. 

The leaf I have thus torn from the book of life history 
I shall take leave to remodel in the shape of my own 
speech, and illustrate with my own sentiments ; or, more 
properly speaking, with the light with which a certain dear- 
ly loved demon, manifest to me in the form of a voice, and 
to the eye of many a seer as a bright particular star in 
human shape, flitting around me ever, eoonselUng, sustain- 
ing, inspiring, and warning me, until the flower of my own 
thought takes the hue and shape of my precious familiar's 
wider and more spirituaj vision, enables me to present 
many a tale to the public which good Mr. Coles, in a late 
letter to tlie Sjiirlllial Age, pronounces as " evidently cum- 
posed in a normal condition." Of course he knows this, as 
be asserts it thus positively. 

Dear spirit companions ! it little matters to the world 
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vlirilm it can miniate lite lugUf-priicd boon of &j low 
breadiing* of imptiatMii, or no. I rejoice in tbetn. and 
ll»t is CDongb lor me. As an boncst teadter of Ihe phi- 
loeopbf whieli I li>Te been tbas ta pnetieaBy intrrnctcd 
in. I am bonnd to teQ the whole truth, as it is preseoled 
to mc ; and vhether I encounter the scoff of the sceptic, 
or the blnsterisg cciunre of the igncrsnt, ibe lact remaias 
nnchanged ; sod tbe silent cmrent of thy inspcratifuial 
flow, my spirit friend, — best vein of my heart, — remains 
still my counsel, inspiration, strei^h, and warning '. 



Chafteb 1. 



Au. the world (at least Ihe operatic portion of it) r»- 
memben La Gabrielle. mthin the last half century ber 
biatoiy, if not the name thus ^veo, — which I have pur- 
posely substituted for the real one, — has flitted through 
tbe giddy mazes of fashionable and artistic life like h bias- 
ing comet, distancing all rivalry by its brilliancy, and leav- 
ing in its swift and metcot-Uke tract a memory as bright 
and fleeting as the shining phantoms of the skies. 

La GabricUc, the orphan child of a poor Italian musician 
and a French dnnseuse, had been in very early childhood 
adopted by a celebrated English actress, and hy her trained 
as an opera singer. Endowed witb rare beauty, and ■ voice 
whose wunderful power, compass, and sweetness marked 
her for the highest range of escellence, every charm which 
artistic training could confer upon such naiural gifts com- 
bined with her protectress's care to complete an artbte who, 
on her very fifst appeal to public favor, gravitated, by vir- 
tue of nect-ssity, at once to operatic sovereignty. 

We first present her to the reader's notice at the age of 
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nineteen, as she sat in a street snug home in Brompton, a 
spot where the hum of busy London life melted away into 
the stillnesa of suburban repose and that luxurious tran- 
qoillity which the immediate vicinity of a grtat city, with 
al! its appliances for comfort and conycnionce, admits of, 
when long, shady lanes, deeply embowered lawns, and 
wide. spreading, perfumed flower gardens intervene be- 
tween the last aristocratic squares of the modem Baby- 
ion end the almost monastic seclusion of a choice subur- 
ban retreat. 

Turning down the long, green lane, with its arching 
bowers of noble horsecheatnut and fragrant lime trees, 
you arriTe at a gate which leads through many a mazy 
turn in the midst of a cultivated wilderness of rarest flow, 
ering shrubs and choicest blossoms, statues, fountains, per- 
fumed arbors whose deep stillness and thickly-curtained 
foliage sng^reat immeasurable distance beyond, and care- 
fully trimmed hedge-rows whose cunningly contrived wind- 
ings resolve the really small domain into an appearance of 
great space and extent, until you arrive at a succession of 
lawn-like terraces adorned with classic .yaaes of choicest 
plants ascending to the open French windows, whose gor- 
geous hues of many-tinted glass east the sunlight in rain-^ 
bow glory upon the fairy-like summer parlor within. 

Cottage and garden, boudoir and lawn, were all in keep- 
ing, and all eminently artistic, beautiful, and replete with 
the appliances of taste and luxury — choice books, pic- 
tures, and musical instruments every where proclaimed the 
inmates' sympathy with art. A fairy palace it was, need- 
ing but the sunlight of an illuminated soul to make it a 
reflection of the homes of the blest. Half shaded by the 
clustering roses and star-eyed jessamines that trailed theij- 
perfumed wreaths over the entire front of the bouse, and, 
12* 
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bodbncEita of tfce poet's ind jaVBota's most gncefdl 
inuguiiDgs, d«lxre tlist moilal womwi arf^' yet imp^- 
Mn>led M Mtly ihe anapeakaUe perfectum of that beaotj 
'vbose b^tesl attribate is ita bmbcIw response (o th« 
aoul! 

Fzaej ber now. as the esnHglit, •ceminf^y imprisoned 
in ?vnj thread of bcr goUcs cob. light? op her ^^atifvl 
ttomc, so entireljr in keejring with her bemtifol *elf ; bat 
faacj wh&I tou will, and jou nerer will aniTe at the 
realilj:' which we irith the mind** eye can even now be- 
hold, and reproduce to too, my unimaginative reader, not 
as the image of what the externals of so much exceDencc 
would proinUe you, but as vhat the internal really hsh- 
ioncd, namely, a petted, spoiled child of fortune, actually 
unhappy because she had nothing to liod fault nnth. 

By her aide, deeply engaged in the mystery of knitting, 
•at her quiet, gentle protectress. Long n&ce removed by 
Oabriellc** briUbnt success from the necessity of laboring 
in her old vocation, Mrs. Miirtin \Tas now a retired actresii. 
Oabrielle worshipped her ; but as she was the nearest per- 
son just thon upon whom the wearied beauty — flattered 
and almoBt idolizod inioselBsh petulance — could discbarge 
her weight of ennui, she had been laboring, with an assj- 
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duity worthy of a higher aim, to awaken the imperturbable 
composure and good temper of the matron iDto aome sym- 
pathy nith her own restlcssnesa. 

" Motlicr," she cried, for the twentieth time within an 
hour, " you have no a;"mpathy with me. To be condemned 
to act with that great gawky creature, with his big Italian 
eyes presuming to admiro me, and his horrid coarse fal- 
setto, like a consumptive fife whining out Anitna ritin — 
O, it's heart-breaking ! And if Signor Luigi does not find 
me another tenor for the new opera, I'll flit off to San Car- 
los, and break him up for the season. Now what say yon 
to that, mother ? '' 

"Say.ehild," replied madam, quietly — "that it's no 
wander poor Pasco admires you, because you know every 
body does that ; and I have no doubt but if you say it's 
best to go, that it is so." 

" mother, do listen ! " cried the beauty, in a par- 
oxysm of disgust, D3 the remote sound of d street organ 
reached her sensitive ear ; " is it not dreadful that I should 
be driven from my peaceful home by ihose shocking itiner- 
ants ? Mother, do you hear ? I tell you for the hundredth 
time since this room was fitted up for me, now quite one 
week, that I shall either have to change ray boudoir, or be 
driven in a foreign land to seek a home where these cruel 
grinders are not allowed to disturb the calm of a sensitive 
soul." 

"I fear, my child," replied Mrs. Martin, quietly, " ihat 
you must not go to San. Carlos then. Your poor father, 
like yonder grinder, doubtless came from Italy, where he, 
like other lazzaroni, aang his first way into public notice in 
the streets. You will have to flee a long way, dear oni", to 
escape the appeal of the poor waudorere plying for bread 
in the city streets." 
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"I am a fool, a brute, an. ingrate, dcareet, kindest 
iDDtber ! " Hobbed the impulsive creature, springing from 
her couch arid falling at her friend's feet ; " and I do in- 
deed deserve thia reproof ; and 1*11 — I'll — I fell you 
what I'll doi mother ; something better by way of atone- 
ment than spoiling my eyes with tears. I'll go and heg the 
man's pardon and give him a shilling," So saying, and 
without waiting for her more sober companion, who, put" 
ting aside her work, prepared to follow her, ivith a view 
of preventing some display which she knew by eiperlence 
any new change of impulse might call forth. 

The fair Gabrielle 'darted through the window, and very 
shortly found herself leaning over the green wicket whicli 
eeparated her dwelling from the unfrequented road. Here, 
however, a fresh sound changed the current of her purpose, 
and one which vibrated in her astonished ears with scarcely 
less emotion, though with very different effect, than the 
noise of the organ-grinders. Thia latter had passed from 
the scene, and in his place the tones of a man's voice 
Bounded in the road, fuller, sweeter, and more deeply 
pathetic than any to which even this experienced artiste 
had ever before listened. He sang a wild, unfamiliar 
strain, but one which, in the cadence of his magnificent 
voice, struck like an echo from another world on her keenly 
susceptible soul. Riveted to the spot, she never even 
moved her eyes in search of the singer until the song was 
ended, when they encountered the gaunt form of a ragged 
and roost woful-looking itinerant musician. Hia pale and 
r haggard face was nearly concealed by a thick mass of 
black beard and hair, from out of which preCernalurally 
large eyes gleamed like coals of fire. He held in his hand 
a little instrument of the lute kind, and this he played with 
a skill in harmony with Ivis voice, which produced tones 
scarcely to be expected froni its rude appearance. 
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Novcir did lieaTcnly atrsina issue from a more unpromis- 
ing looking source ; but OabTicUe'a disappointment was 
changed into absolute terror as tbt gaunt creature caught 
sight of her ; and, springing forward with a wild cry of 
'■ Kulalie ! " attempted to take the fair hand with 'which 
she had half opened the gate. Her action of fear pro- 
duced a corresponding movement in the singer, who, after 
gazing at her for one moment with the most piercing scru- 
tiny that the human countenance is capable of, humbly re- 
treated with a murmured apology in ihe Italian language. 
Addressing him in the same tongue, Gahridle requested 
him to continue his singing ; and strain after strain of the 
SBMe wild, unfamiliar character the stranger poured forth, 
while the entranced artiste, sated wl" all that the refine- 
ment of culture could produce, fairly forgot the earth on 
vhich she stood la her excessive delight ; indeed, she was 
only recalled to herself by the voice of her mother, as she 
termed her protectress, suggesting that as Ihe poor stranger 
looked weary, and the heat of the day must render the 
dusty roads oppressive, ho had better follow them to the 
shady lawn, and partake of some refreshment. 

With a deposit of the first few shillings that ragged 
doublet had known for many a long day, and the good 
cheer of a meal of bread, meat, and mUk, the grateful 
singer readily accepted the ladies' gentle invitation to scat 
himself beneath the shade of a wide -spreading oak, and 
indulge their curiosity and interest by a recital of his ante- 
cedents. His father, though an Italian bom, had been a 
soldier in the hated Austrian service. They said he was a 
brave man ; but be died ere the singer had learned to love 
the father as he did his memory ; but of the widowed 
mother, with her lone cottage in the depths of the far-off 
mountains of Calabria, her tender love, her preeiuus coun- 
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bbIs and gentle teachings, how much he told them ! He 
had an uncle, too, a venerable priest, with whom his 
mother dwelt. 

The patriarch of a wild and sai'age district, mostly com- 
posed of forlorn or desperate characters, the old priest he 
represented as a home miaaionary from the very courts of 
Uod la sliepberda, herdsmen, and bandits, who, without 
his self-sacrificing life, passed in the midst of such rugged 
flccnea and persons, could never have heard holy word or 
pious prayer. Here, in the free air of vast mountain 
ranges, with no other companionship than his gentle 
mother and reverend uncle, the ainger had spent his early 
life — sometimes supplying the humble home with the 
spoils of his daring sportsmanship, and sometimes whiling 
away the hours in tending the meagre flock of goats, which 
was the chief wealth of the scanty liousehold. While the 
hill-side and deep ravine reechoed to the strains of btB 
wondrous voice, the rude population scattered about in 
these regions had learned to listen and admire with such a. 
fervid appreciation of his fasciniitinp gift, that they had 
been accustomed to assemble together at stated times to 
hold a musical fSte, and driak in the tones of melody 
which none but the vibrating chords of Italian hearts could 
truly respond to. 

There, on the purple mountain tops, with the wide range 
of glittering Alpine peaks for a temple, with the crimson 
glories of the sinking sun for a dome, and the far horizon 
of a blue Italian sky for a canopy, the strange, uncouth 
figures of the mountaineers, with their picturesque cos- 
tumes, swarthy features, and wild, flashing eyes burning 
with the fire of passionate enthusiasm, kindled up by the 
delicious strains of their mountain minstrel, held their 
sacred harmonic meetings in the holy and regal halls of 
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Nature. Sometimes their " echo of I'aradise," as they 
called their sieving idol, chanted to them storica of the 
glittering sturs, or the silent, loveless moon, wliile the 
Italian aummer night spread out her shining pngc of reve- 
lation for a song book. Sometimes the tinkling of their 
guitars kept chorus with their leader's lute, while tha 
graceful peaaanta. nith bending forma, flitted in mazy danca 
beneath the moonlit sky, like the guarilian spirits of those 
nirj- lieights. More commonly, however, the one precious 
Yoice filled the space like the prince of air, till the first 
faint streaks of sunlight pointed with roay finger to the 
dial-plate of another day. Then would they part — the 
peasant with full heart dedicating purposes purified by the 
holy inSuence of music to the patron saint of the coming 
day — the bandit, with choking sobs, vowing a life of pen- 
itence to the blessed St. Cecilia, which the very next hour 
saw dedicated to the spirits of rapine and murder. 

A d«y came when the rich tones of the mountaineer 
were heard, for the firat time, in one of the grand city 
churches. His uncle, the priest, being called upon to 
Msist at a requiem, had tendered the young man's services 
for the choir. An enterprising operatic manager was 
present, claimed the prize, and, under the promise of 
educating him, carrying bim to all the cities of the world, 
and, by the exercise of hia voice, cultivated by celebrated 
masters, aecuHng an immense fortune, which the young 
mountaineer was to come back and lay at the feet of his 
beloved mother and uncle, he was finally lured from hia 
free mountain home, and self-hound a musical apprentice 
to the wily speculator. 

At this part of the narrative the speaker's voice became 
strangely husky. " My motlier ! — Homo, home, my moun- 
toin home 1 bo far, far aM'ay ! " 
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" 1 hwrd Ifarir inA ■faielr." he end. •■ aoi. abow alt. 
Ibe wild wail of ^7 oslj fiwad. It nid, * Fv«v«fl. csitfa, 
hane, Ernest. £ore*«s — fianu !* as de«{ j is erer h^nan 
l ig B* eoaid 3p«ak." 

yovr iBasier wai Jenne Loi^ ? " luiuuiucd I« Galirielle. 
**'Twa« to,mj]aAj; yet how dnold jmt bwv?" 
" Mj" BMHogei vas Lis brother, and has taU me many 
•tones of ibe woBderfol tcBoc nnger Than his Ixother and 
partner had found ia the mamitaiQS, and was bringing home 
to edacate. His death and the sad details of the wreck 
are incidents familiar with as all ; bat we thought vou hod 
perished with the rest, and it is now three months ago. 
Heavens ! you have, then, been begging yonr bread since, 
I fear. What hardships you must have suffered ! A long 
aieknesi, the rude hospitijjty of a poor fisher's hut. and his 
•tibiicqDent efforts to sing hb way to that London whf re he 
conSdenlly hoped to make his fortune, was the condusioa 
of the story, wtile Gabrielle, in frantic delight at the 
romuncc of the adventure, and admiration" of the vocal 
prize she had captured, despatched messengers in all 
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directions to fmJ the master'a btother, Siguor Luif^i, the 
jiii[treEsario of the royal Italiau opera cf whicii Lcraelf was 
the primii (ioiina. TIr'q finding her protege considerably 
elated b}* the siiddoD and brilliant change of fortune whith 
had dawned upon iiim, she requested him to iaror her 
with a repetition of the first air she had heard him 
singing. 

" Give me a subject, Signorina, and I will sing you any 
thing you please ; but I cannot repeat my aongs, for I never 
sing twice alike,'' was the reply. 

" How ! " cried La Gabrielle. " Do you then compose 
as you sing ? " 

" Yes, madame." 

"And the poetry?" 

" It i« hardly worthy of that name, madame," he replied, 
modestly; "but when the sentiment is fixed, the words 
seem to come with the air ; and both come 1 know not 
from whence, unlesa it be that Santa Cecilia sings to me, 
and 1 ctho her song." 

" Why, this is better than all ! " cried La Gabrielle, in 
an ecstasy of triumplL. "At last I Lave found a real 
improwiaatore ! " 

Chaptek II. 



TasEE weeks had elapsed since the gaunt stranger, with 
the voice of heaven, and the inspiration of a Santa Cecilia, 
had warbled himself into the good graces of La Gabriollc, 
and been by her consigned to the tutelage and protection 
of Signer Luigi, the worldly and successful impressario of 
the Royal Opera Troupe, of which the fat-famed prima 
donna was the absolute and most capricious autocrat. The 
hour was evening, and the beautiful artiste had just re- 

13 
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turned from Paris and the bewildering homage of imperial 
salons. Once inore we find her seated in lier fairj- bower, 
amidst its trailing jessamines and devvy roscB ; but this time 
the still moonlight and the holy stars shed their visionary 
lustre on marhle image and flashing fountain. The liquid 
notes of tiie pathetic nightingale poured a flood of melody 
through the clustering myrtles which embowered the villa, 
while the otherwise Bolemn stillness of the sweet summer 
night harmonized strangely with the aln:iost unearthly 
beauty of the fairy creature, who sat gazing forth at the 
enchanting scene, with an air of (for her) singular abstrac- 
tion. By her side stood a tall, aristocratic, but singularly 
repiilEive looking man. From the curl of his dark mus- 
tache to the tip of his shining hoot, he had the perfect air 
and contour of a finished gentleman. Hia voice was beau- 
tifully modulated ; every syllable, fashioned into conven- 
tional tefiucment by educationul training, fell on the ear 
like the distillation of a double refined gentleman. We 
might pause upon the tip of his Paris kid glove, and dis- 
course a whole chapter upon the inimitable faabion of hia 
eye-glass, from each of which spoke out peer of the realm ; 
but ivhen we declare that he was none other than the Earl 
of Ravensworth, one of the oldest, richest, and proudest of 
England's hereditary (not natural) lords of man's (not God's) 
creation, have we not said enough ? described him in full ? 
And tliis cold, proud, magnificent aristocrat — this bit of 
human china which had laid itself np on the shelf of 
supreme insolence and lofty conservatism, as too precious 
to be served up on any thing beneath parhamentary or 
royal tables — had actually taken itself down, and oflered 
itself up a humble suitor at the shrine of the still more 
potent dominion of fashion's idol — the all-adniired opera 
queen. 
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Lord Ravcnswcirtk had now been the iinsuccesBfiil wgocr 
of this superb prize for upwards of three yearH. Aecus- 
tomed to htiy or commaiid female favor, he had brought all 
the batteries of wealth, flattery, fashion, ikc, to benr, in 
the hope of placing the Gabrielle ia his cap of conquest, 
as a plume in the tiara of gallantry ; but during liia long 
efforts to render the prize worttJcss, himself had surren- 
dered his liberty, and the cold, stem, selfish heart which 
had hitherto been swnyed only by fashion, and the narrow 
ambition of reducing a hitherto invincible garrison of 
talent and virtue, had at List bowed beneath the sword of 
the universal conqueror ; and to his rage, shame, and dis- 
may, he found he loved — ay, actually loved — some one 
better than himself, something better than rank, station, 
wealth or place ; and timt that something was the very 
being he had so vainly striven to humble ; and bo, being 
sole master of hie own estate and fortunes, in the despera- 
tion of the sole passion which his selfish nature could ever 
entertain, be had at length become the humble suitor for 
her hand. 

Gabrielle was as ambitious as the peer, and fully e.s 
proud. She detested the man, hut adored the Jiohlemnn, 
To be a countess — take precedence of every one of the 
proud patronesses who stooped to caress the petted fiower, 
which, unsunned by success, they would have trampled 
beneath their feet ; to blaze in the royalty of courts, and 
flit over the world as its mistress, no more its slave — 
these were splendid images upon which her peculiar fancy, 
or some part of it at least, loved to dwell. Yet she must 
punish the insolent who bad dared to traffic for her at any 
less price than the coronet of a countess ; and with one 
scornful refusal after another did she finally incite the cou- 
centrotcd passion of the haughty peer to swear, that, eome 
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murmured the earl, "and yet I feel strangely sad; 'tia 
perhaps my utter un worthiness Id appreciate the boon you 
have granted me ; or it may be the weary probation to 
■which you have condemned me ; or what it is I know 
not ; but for Heaven's suite, aing to me. Your voice would 
dispel the darkness of Tartarus itself. Sing to me, Sappho 
of our modern Gnecia." 

" I have no heart to sing to-night, Edward," replied the 
lady. " The very same gloom seems to oppress me ; and 
if I could be sure that stern Fate had an embodied life and 
human form, I should say she was this night standing near 
me, crying. ' Woe to Ravensworth ! woe to thyself ! ' " 

" Idle dreams, my Gabrielle ; Tisionary as your own fan- 
tastic beauty. We make our own future ; there is no such 
thing as Fate." 

" We are the lools that carve our own future, I acknowl- 
edge, Edward," she replied ; " but whose is the hand that 
wields lis I have not yet determined. I know I have a 
will ivithiu me, but I never yet have been able to define 
what that will is. Impulses ao strong that they force me 
into action before I well know what I am even going to do, 
have made me all my life a mere machine. I do not ihiiik 
OT plan, I do not reflect, as others do ; but a springing 
thought within seems to waken up my power of motion for 
no other purpose tiian to use mc as the instrument of some 
unseen volition, and lo ! the deed is done, or word spoken, 
ere Gabrielle, the actor, knows herself has done it. la tlila 
myself, or Fate ? " 

" It is your own impulsive nature, child," chimed in the 
aweet, kind tone of her adopted mother, Mrs. Martin, who 
had risen from a distant part of the room, and now joined 
them ; for bo it known to American readers, either the 
matrons of England think so highly of their daughters' 
13* 
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K •• WMnlr of Acit krven' tionar, th^t It b 
dMBMd cnf«Stie «r ^n^gwvm^ wtr tt> leave a young cou- 
ple iilniMi: wrf tlMniDt* gMd lbs. Haitia, like every other 
IVv4rBI fwle cttw IB kcr |Aw». alvsjs remBined in the 
innm ifilfc tn tlij.! llunckcardit npeatedly iJjiimed 
M aMOv of caaptfiAMiiB,dML cerUon naUe noocrs ivere 
nrVTS w Jew J ta br dose widi ctvtsm bnailile j&incu-s. ud- 
til Utc iiii iiiiiHii ksot «** tied. imp]yng either that the 
woiii «w SNV^f gnat to atmder, or eu-teoiu maidens 
maA A>aar«Ur auMc mb^T a«c4Bd t^ o^wrtuniiy to be 
tUflffonl*. 

" Oatridk. Jtn ■» dihv kcting mida in^nlse pcipet- 

IMUf." nMOMd A* IMkOB. 

*■ Or dM sadtr ite tfnctioB of some vther will than mv 
VTB, mmirt ate," iolCRvptcJ dm RBgn. "What will is 
ihu Mlticii i&ctalM ■& iIm gkwng imageTy- af the pocl's 
•ti:^ ctovdnB -rem i^oa toic witboat effort to com- 
f*K. w i!n« Mpoa thr awlcrial vitbia ? What speuks of 
mbani poKuldlitica lo the necbaiuc mreaior : TThat sii);- 
geMa imcRT l» lh» paialcr Uki sculptor, whow experience 
caBBM fiuBuk iImib «ritb Ibe laodeb they crigioate ? What 
power canies the jucrciag vt^ioa of the acer into t])e yet 
oaexplored fiiture, and poon from thr sibrDiiie cup the 
eoFtatic dreams of a natioa'a dcstiaT, the fate of aimies. the 
dOMn of individuals ? Wfafttevtr poorer it is, mother, that 
eaat« the shadow of an iiatnutable future upon every U^'"g 
soul in premonitions, prestientre, and untried poasibilitit^, 
tirgea on by its Btrong volitions us tools of its euhlime 
power, as mere instrumentalities in the execution of its 
Bohemes." 

"For shame, heautifiil fotalist," replied her admiring 
fcetro1)icd ; "this blind Bubmission to what you deem inan- 
ifvit dettin]' inrolvea something more than mere submis- 
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Bum fo Omniscient Wisdoin. Remember, Gabriclle, there 
are sucK things as evil promptings, as well as good ; and 
though those may appeal to the leading charaeteriatics 
within, it were vain for na to bo endowed with the poiper 
of discriminating between good and oVil, if we arc not to 
use it ; vaiii the knowledge, if not to apply it ; voin the 
possibility of improvement, if a blind fate governs us as 
mere instriimentalitie», either to be forced upward or 
violently repelled backward. For my part, I deem the 
faculty to improve, and the constant suggestion or attrac- 
tion to do so, constitutes the sovereignty of man, and dc- 
fines the action of Omniscient Good. But enough of this ; 
you speak of inspiration and fate as one and the same. I 
think them widely different — inspiration, lis one of the 
agents of man's improvement, being directly autagoniatie 
to that fatality which mocks at the posJiibiUty of progtea- 
BJon ; and by way of illuBtration 1 want yoii to teU me 
what you have done with that wonderful singing beggar 
you picked up some three weeks ago." 

" Good Heavens ! " cried the erratic beauty, clapping her 
hands ; " why, I have foigot all about my poor iinprovvisa- 
tore. I gave him in charge to Signor Luigi to clothe, 
board, educate, and civilize; and, in strict expectance that 
he is to become the prima tenore of the whole world, I 
persuaded the poor savage to apprentice himself to the 
politic signor on the very night when we were all introduced 
to each other, just three weeks ago this very day." 

" Gabrielle," replied her lover, " do you remember that 
my good uncle. General Kalozy, was wrecked in the Sanfa 
Cecilia, and only rescued by the noble eflbrts of one of the 
crew f He left the poor fellow sick at a fisherman's hut, 
and when ho rolurncd to seek him, found he was gone. 
Two days ago he told mo, with unbounded joy, he had met 
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him in the streets of Loadoa, and that he was now stujj- 
ing to be an opera singer. You tell me jrour singing beg- 
gar was one of those saved from that very wreck ; what if 
Tny good uncle's rescuer should liirn out to be this very 
same hero : " 

" General Kalozy, Signor Luigi, and SigDOf Rossi," was 
the announcement of a butler ; and the neit moment three 
gentlemen entered the room — the two first, the Hungarian 
(an uncle by the mother's side of the noble earl, and a 
highly distingaished old officer) and Luigi the manager, 
were known to and sainted by the whole party ; but not 
until lights were brought did they recognize that the third 
comer was no other than the " singing beggar," now Luigi's 
apprentice — the bravo youth who, in the terrible wreck ao 
often alluded to, had rescued the Huagarian general at the 
peril of his own life, and now stood before the dwellers of 
the cottage so mEtaroorphoaed that not even the keen eyes 
of feminine scrutiny and tact could have recognized him. 
The rags eschanged for a plain modem suit, the shaggy 
beard for a small mustache, and the elf locks for short, 
thick, luxuriant brown curls ; the white, thin, hungry 
face, radiant with health and strength, and the superb eyes, 
beaming with lustrous gratitude, compelled the whole 
party (under the influence of «'idely-varying sensations) 
to the conviction of gazing on one of the noblest forms and 
faces that was ever dignified by the name of man. 

" Curses on the handsome vagabond ! What brings him 
here ? " thought the peer. 

'• How co\ild that poor mountain mother part with such 
a noble son ?" thought the gentle matron. 

"I have found my beau ideal bX liist ! — Ravensworth 
and the ' sfiighig heggar ' — Beauty and the Beast ! " 
thought La GabrieUe. 
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i EO " B(oaly " sang, as they desired him, strain 
after strain of his wild, but most delicious, melodies, till 
the night was far apenl, and the listening slurs looked doim 
like pale worlds shivering in the dewy cold of the coming 
dawn, yet speU-bound to the wondrous minstreUy that 
oclioed through the sweet summer night, like voices from 
lovely, distant, unfamiliar worlds. " Beast " was silent, 
speU-bound, too, but cold, distrustful, unhappy. Was the 
shappicsa phantom of the future sailing with its baleful 
shadow through tlie sky once more, tliat his heart was so 
chilled by the sweet singer's presence ? O, drooping, 
white-winged Peace, wnat thoti u mere mockery whilst the 
song of hope but a few short hours before seemed chiming 
from thy pleasant lips? Where art thou now? Gone — 
gone forever ! The home of Gabriclle will never guest 
thee more. 

Many weeks elapsed, during which the rude mountaineer 
studied liard to acquire both the arts of civilised life and 
musical training. In the first he succeeded admirably. 
Poets, painters, and all children of intellectuality, are in- 
nately refined. Nature has made them gentlemen, and 
conventional training can do nothing more than impress 
them H'ilh external forma. The true artist con neither be 
rude nor vicious. The love of the beautiful is the shupe 
in which good most commonly extcmaliKes herself; but 
alas for the mathematical forms in which the cultured 
vooalist is to hind up the tendrils of his melodious fancy I 
Either some volition, exceeding in strenfith the power of 
the human will to curb, shot ahead of all instruction, or 
the poor iraprovvisatove was too dull to learn training at all 
Not one single strain that required memory to repeat — 
nothing, in a word, in the shape of repetition at all — could 
masters or tiiends impress upon the unretentive brain of 
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Ui* dttiieu1«Md ttadmt. Na eoodct vould he strive to 
Si his auad VpOB tlie le&son iiLicti he mail commit to 
mmarj, tk&& thjs suae nnnilf will, which Gahrielle cod- 
uilMt^ lo bo 90 dearly under the control of some or any 
Tclition ratber thui hex own, would fix. his magnificent 
vy*9 npaa aa lu wecn. &r-tiwaj boiixon — kindle up the 
bMsii^ fee* villi die wild fire of ecstasy, imd part ttie lips 
in «)i|Hc«M«batc4 nog. «)uc^ although so prorokingly 
naHlcv tb« kmoa. wmU txki^ every captirc ear, and carry t)ie 
baimm «ff ta dw 4n*xa Und of inspiration, with which 
■hwr tbe itnift M^ w w d to kare kindred. 

Uooib aA(v mnuk did llw pnxded masters of song strive 
to bvat vkM tW; dMaad k nuxtnd case of Tocal india- 
fMJUoa viUi as iW ■a wiw* of art and the iron fetters 
«f tWnMjp* aeiMC*^ It ww nothing to them that de- 
Ugblcd cfvvnii bug OB ife ativ^ miiutrd'g unpremed- 
itiMd ity*. WiM* QbeL. dwnbiiii, Porpora, had laid 
down tK« U«. it «» akr«r hemj to delight the world by 
•JBT other Dwde. Theie v a Btbfe ib art end sclEncn bh 
wdl M IB tlMolgg?, and lU* sane BtUe — this same t^Tri- 
Ue landoMrit, agUBrt wUt^ the floods of haouui progress 
would dash fix«T«r in vain — i> the say-so of the fathers, 
the que dixit et same age so ttmavrd fiom the feir fii^ld 
of pRMBt mrettigaiioa that an tum«»aiung faith is all that 
CBB iMud (u to iu It is the hearie«t dog nhidi can fetter 
the (mwaid chariot wheals of unfolding thought ; and 
nerer would it be endured but for the idle and degenerate 
habit of yielding np our judgment to any lyranuical usurper 
wboac antiquity places it out of the pale of criiicism, and 
whose dogmatic anlhorily saves us the trouble of doing 
our o«n tUinking. But the progressive ek-ment in mop's 
nntiire is forever crying for more light ; and whilst the 
lyhvn* of inspiration are pcrpetuatly responding to the 



OR VOJOf LEATIa TBOX LIFE HISTOHY. 



155 



demand, art and edence contrive (a knock over Ihe pro- 
fessional flood-gntcH of conservatism nod dolugc the tvorld 
with the wavea of ever-advancing intellect. When art and 
science shull he recognized as the exposition of God's 
handiwork, the fashson of hia laws, and hence aasumo 
their places as the handmaids of religion, theologj will fare 
likewise, and the churches of conservatism will be found so 
narrow for the worshippers of Nature's (not priests') God, 
that we doubt whether any temple smaller than the whole 
earth will be able to contain them. And so Ernest Rossi 
conld not learn singing as the ancients would have him, 
and did sing cither under the tuition of augcla of light or 
spirits of darkness, for such they are assumed to be who 
dare oppose the ipse dixit of antiquity, and move on with 
to-morrow's sun, until the hearts of all who heard him 
were melted into delieious rapture or kindled up into 
wildest enthusiasm. But if the maaters wete hafsaaed, 
and the composers, in attempting to reduce to musical 
notation his impossible flights of vocal fantusitp, still more 
eo, how much more keenly did the poor student himself 
Buffer under the crim ping-irons in which they souglit to 
fetter that which came and went like the mystery of the 
winds, subject to no control but the secret fire that burned 
within the altar of his own soul, and which (gentle as he 
was upoQ all other points, humble, patient, and teachable) 
he never, upon this one subject, even attempted to analyze. 
He aang only when the spirit of song in the mystery of 
bis soul moved him to do so ; and then he sang, in strains 
sad or joyful, wailing or triumphant, as the same viewless 
monitor gave him utterance. His voice, beautiful beyond 
expression, seemed to need no tinining to those who hung 
upon its exquisitely finished cadences ; yet tlie professors, 
while claiming that the only object of tuition was to make 
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a, voice full and round, maintained that Ernest's, the 
roundest and fullest that mortal melody ever yet aDimated, 
ought to be squared and angled ere it had the least right to 
be so perfect — in a word, tSiey insisted upon right being 
wrong, unless they bad made it so ; and, despite the appre- 
ciatioa of a few passionate admirera, the ignorant teachers 
and the harassed scholar began at last heartily to concur 
in the decision that as he could only be trained by nature, 
he never could be a tit disciple of art — in a word, that hs 
must eboosc another profession. 

-It was spring time now — the brightest, moat hopeful 
season of nn English year. Beautiful May, with her green 
lapful of ftowers, and sweet hedge-rows laden with the 
perfumed hawthorn, was sporting playfully with cherry and 
apple hlossomj^, sending them in showers of pale pink 
bouquets tossing in the wanton air, as if in very cliild-Uke 
prodigality she scattered the fair things in their abnn- 
dance ; and when the soft twilight fell, and the last song of 
the blackbird and the low cadence of the delicious thrush 
sang the requiem of anotbcr dying day, rose triumpliant in 
the midst of her atarry court the glorious young May 
moon. She poured her flood of white radiance over 
hill-aide and distant grove ; streamed amidst violet citiea 
into the remotest haunts of the fairy dells ; pictured her 
face in ten thousand sparkling miniatures in the spray of 
the leaping fountain, and slept like the empress of night on 
the bosom of the movelosa lake; but, O, fairer than all, 
shone her broken beams through the ruined arches where 
once the stately piles of Gothic pride pointed with cold 
monumental finger to the triumph of man — geuiua. 
There, on a tall and superb gateway, which onee opened 
upon the courts of a now ruined priory, she fixed her eye 
of fire, and reigned in splendid pride, queen of the solemn 
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BtillnesB. It was a pile of ruins at some few miles' dia- 
tance from the opening scene of oiir story, and many a 
contemplative mind was drawn, l]y the love of old historical 
memorieH with which the place was rife, to wander ainidat 
the lonely cloLsters mid crumbling arches during the hours 
when iho broad eye of sunlight pointed the wanderer to 
secure paths amid its mournful relics. Few there were, 
however, who dared to hold communion with the legendary 
spirits of the place during the mystery of solemn night. 
Tales of ghostly monks end wandering friarii had cast over 
the place an " uncanny " reputation. Flitting forms wure 
seen, they said, moving up the long, dim avenue of stately 
elms which had once been the entrance to the abbey ; and 
the sighing winds, as they swept through the broken 
arches, or moaned along the deep shadow of the still per- 
fect clobtcr, were often laden with the wildering shriek 
which was supposed to come from the unquiet soula of the 
crumbling forma whose stone effigies, half effaced by time 
and revolutionary violence, looked grimly out of niches on 
the pale graves where their dust was laid. And yet, 
despite the traditionary clouds which wrapped the ghostly 
place in loneliness, two figures were keeping tryst within 
the broken wall that moonlit night. They sat upon a bank 
on which the fair primrose had spread her pale carpet of 
soft perfume, and the drooping ivy from the gateway abovo 
fell in iVTcaths around them like the frame of an arching 
picture. The rich mantilla of Spanish lace that was drawn 
around her head she now cast off; and as the moonlight 
fell on her snowy robo and lingered in the shining threads 
of her golden hair, GabricUe — for she was one of the 
watchers — looked like the spirit of the shining orb above 
her head. By her side reclined the singer, Ernest Roiisi; 
and while he gazed upon her with mournful, yet tender 
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admiration, there was something unusually cold, and even 
atera, in his kindly face. He was well, and even fasliion- 
ably, dressed; and with the plasticity of hia gentle and 
refined nature, had easily eauglit all the graces which must 
externiilly polish tlio gem ere it is deemed wortliy to shine 
in the repertoires of fasliion. The change in him, then, 
since ten months before he had stood, ragged, sick, and 
famishing, before the prima donna'a gate, can scarcely be 
estimated ; hut deeper for was the change in the heart 
□f his companion. For the first time in her young life 
she loved. Wealth, rank, ambition, all that had hitherto 
lured her on the road of life, had now become but idle 
gaud.*!, compared to the luxury of llalening to his dear 
voice, of gazing into his deep, soul-like eyes. Whatever 
of bidden depths were within that wild, impulsive nature 
had all welled up into this wealth of love for him. With 
a fiiQcy briiliaut and spiritual, and a. nature wliich seemed 
to hold strange communion, or rather be under constant 
impression from, an unseen world of power, Qabrielle be- 
lieved she saw in this strange, visionary improvviaatore the 
human embodiment of that unseen world of which she 
dreamed and fully persuaded herself she was the tool. 
Yes, yes, Ernest was her fate — the incarnation of all her 
visions of beauty, genius, and a better world, and she 
would, must love him; " fter spirit compelled her — her 
human destiny alone rebelled." 

Without any apparent effort to resist or yield to the 
unraiatakable interest the fair cantatrice manifested for 
hira, the gentle, dreamy singer seemed to occupy quite 
naturally the place she assigned him. Affectionately grate- 
ful for her kindness, delighted with her talent and beauty, 
and tenderly interested in her unqualilied alTection for him- 
self, he loved her aa much as — she sometimes bitterly 
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remarked — "a creature more of heaven than earfh " 
could love an earthly being. Oa one point, however, 
ihey were entirely disagreed ; and this it was that east a 
shadow over his noble face, deeper than the frowning ivied 
tower that reared its sullen head above them. 

Qabrielle was letrothed to Lord Ravensworth — openly 
betrothed — loved, idolized by him, and in the eyes of the 
vs'orld, no leas than in honor, was jdodgod to become hia 
wife in two months from the very day when they now met 
in secret, and therefore, aa he, (Ernest,) the simple, gen- 
erous mountaineer conceived, in dishonor. The capricious 
beauty, accustomed to manifest her imperial will without 
fear of opposition, had from the very first of their acquaint- 
ance exhibited an apparent reserve to the stranger, which 
only hastened the denouement of their mutual preference 
when they did chance to meet in their professional inlor- 
eoursG witliout witnesaea, and Oabriello had iusistyd that 
their mutual attachment should remain a secret until she 
herself found some meana to break through her engage- 
ment with the earl, Aa yet she had manifested no such 
intention, however. The lynx-eyed world, of course, took 
its shore in the thickening plot, and the nobleman's sus- 
picions, once aroused, at length took the form of auch 
frantic jealousy, and such terrible determination to retain. 
Qabrielle to her pledge, that she assured her lover she 
felt her embarrassment, no lesa than terror, of the conse- 
quences perpetually retarding the open avowal which ha 
required of her change of santlmenta in hia own favor. 
Sometimes he suspected, and not without good cause, that 
the world's idol, with her heart and spirit devoted to lofe, 
could not shako from her fancy the glories of operatic con- 
quest, fashionable homage, and the glittering pageantry of 
a comitess'a destiny. 
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" O tliat bIio would be frank with me ! " he would say 
tQ hiinBelf. " I caniiDt expect that my moiiotaui home 
ftnd my poor gain of little trade in goats can veigh against 
tlic splendid destiny which Ravcniiwoith can uffer her. 
They cannot make a sin||er of me ; and, in comporiaon 
with these studied operatica, I am. but a poor moimtaia 
vagrant. I am fit for nothing now, hut to go back and 
fting to the brigands, aod make them a little better with a 
holy prayer. But ivhat a home to offer her ! — a chalet 
made of piae logs, and an inheritance of mountain goats ! 
Would, would I had never seen this London etai — all too 
bright for me ; and yet, O my Eulalie, star of my heaven 
home ! even she is not Rt to shine in the sky where thou 
Ut — where no mortal can match thee, if indeed, thou 
vision of my soul's brightest imaginings — if indeed thou 
art other than a, streak of moonlight, or a wreath of 
mist 1 " 

These were the thoughts with which the singer had 
kept tryst with the ardent and beautiful Gabrielle, the 
observed and admired of all — the form of the graceful 
mortal gliding with him through the gloom of the earthly 
'way, and the imagery of some spiritual sublimation filling 
his mind, like the soul, captive within the human pruon 
house. 

Oabriclle's appealing eyes gazing up into his own drew 
hia abstracted gaze from the starry heavens into which he 
had been lovingly gazing, and fixing them tenderly upon 
her, he said gently, but firmly, " Gabrielle, deai, precious 
child ! you must he your own fate, and that on this Tery 
night ; but first, beloved one, you shall be in. a conditioft 
to judge ; then in God's name will I call upon you to eser- 
cise God's highest endowment to humanity — the faculty 
of judgment. So Usten, my star-beam, and hear thy 
recreant knjght'i confession. 
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" Gadbielle, can you remember your LomB ? Ah no ! 
I recollect — you have told me you never knew a child- 
hood's home. Then, sweet one, you have never known 
whut Jirsl love is. The spot of ground associated with 
your youth's earliest memories is the mistreas of your 
heart. You may love again. Other scenes and other 
things — friend, lover, child — those may engross man- 
hood's strong devotion ; but the love of childhood's home 
is more nearly the love of self than any later feeling. 
Such was mine. There, where the first dawnings of con- 
sciousness were awakened, I either drew thought out of 
the surroundings, or else I so imprinted thought with 
them that the scene — each crag, and glen, flower, and 
brooklet — became a, part of my very self. My home, 
too, was worthy of my devotion — so wild, lonely, yet 
grandly beautiful. Every shape of loveliness which Nature 
delights to fashion in other lands seemed here patterned 
out as if to heap up models for all her fantastic moods. 
Somehow the bills seemed grander there ; the vast amplii- 
theatro which their large black summits formed, loomed 
more majestic than in other places ; the deep ravines and 
rushing torrents, all were lighted up with deeper sunlit 
gold ; and never moonbeam fell on lake of more plncid 
beauty, deeper blue, or fringed with grander woods, than 
this dear home, ho well remembered, showed. One spot, 
more dear than all, was the rocky, outstretched arm of 
one vast giant mountain. No foot less sure than my firm 
boyish tread could have carried out the human form on 
such a dizzy ledge ; yet when I had gained the edge, what 
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pilM on piles of wondrous Xature's works T gazed upon ! 
— mighty rocks uptoro from out their caverned deptha, 
nnd cast like giant Titans heap on heap ; such deep, mi' 
fathomed gorges, whence rose the sullen boom from hidden 
waters tearing tlieir rushing way, far down within the 
awful depths below ! On one side waving verdure, mon- 
Htrous pines, and noble leafy giants, througli whose green 
amis the wild winds sported in their boisterous g!oe, 
covered the mountain like an ocean green. Caat like 
the wreck of some Inte shattered world, over against the 
blooming forest bill rose up the bare ribbed rock in mon- 
Btruus heaps, the highest ice-bound summits lost in skies 
as white and ghostly as their own pale heads, 

" I wander, Gabrielle. All this wild scene, and more, 
more than the tongue of man, or pencil of the many-tinted 
painter's fancy could depict, my eyes would wander over 
as I stood from faiatest morn ofttimes to dewy cvo^from 
purple sunlight to his golden death. Forgive me, love ; 
I'll strive to speak in simple prose. Oabrielle, believe as 
you will, or can, if I would seek some stray goat of my 
flock, — if I desired to sing some new wild song, to leain 
or know aught of to-morrow, or of life beyond my own 
small ken, to that wild mountain bridge, leading to empty 
air, I would resort, there sing a while, then wait, and lo ! 
either the misty valley wreaths or some fantastic shadow 
of my brain would shape itself into tbe loveliest form 
which, saving yours, ray mortal eyes e'er looked on. 

" You smile, my Gabrielle, and think, if not mad now, 
I used to be ; but 'twas not so. From earliest boyhood, 
one young and girlish form forever seemed to wanton at 
my side. At home or when my family wore near, 1 felt 
it, heard its low, unspoken tone, but rarely saw it. In 
tbe aerial hall I've told you of, Tve felt her, heard her. 
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seen Ler. Balanced like a rocking bird, on sunljcam, 
moonbeam, or cold ether car, she'd come to me, and face 
to face we talked, as we tnlk now. 

" I know I was half droaming ; for, strange to say, I 
sever questioned her or sought to know who or whence 
she was. I knew she was a spirit, blest and true ; and 
this was all. I never knew when first we met. or how ; 
nor can I recollect my mountain home or early Kfe without 
her. She told me of the future ; and I speaking oft her 
words again, — I knew not why, except I could not help 
it, — they called nie Seer and Prophet. I called her 
' Eulalie,' — I knew not why ; and when I erred, her 
dreamy eyes, so sad, bo unrcpronchful, yet ao full of woe, 
revealed the mystery of her dear presence ever. She 
knew my inmost soul, my secret thought, my hidden ways, 
and spirit's wandering flight. She was my second self, 
or guardian angel ; advised me, cheered me ; tiiught me 
bright views of life, and brighter heavens ; controlled my 
wayward fancy, guiding it to immortality's bright realms, 
to which I felt she had herself attained." 

" What was this mist wreath like, dear Ernest?" in- 
quired Gabrielle, for the first time intemipLing the rhap- 
sody of the improvvisalore, in a tone between jest and 
interest. 

" One day," ho rejoined, scarcely seeming to heed her 
question, " a young comrade, who had been a pupil of 
my uncle, the priest, and the only associate whom in my 
life I ever cared to call friend, came to revisit his old mas- 
ter, and our boyish intimacy was renewed. He was an 
artist ; but the world's hard hand had dealt somewhat too 
rudely with a very fragile constitution, and, bending be- 
neath the chill blast of consumption, he had come to our 
home of beauty and fascination ostensibly to seek health, 
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in reality to make his bed of death. To the poor pilgiim 
Eo rapidly ncaring the visionary shores of spirit-land, I 
sometimes veDtured to speak of what any one else would 
have termed my strange halluei nation. I know not why 
he believed me so readily, but this he did ; and I hare 
since attributed it to the clear perception of spiritual real- 
ities, which I believe to he constantly porvadiog this dull, 
sensuous world of ours, and into which the eyes of the 
dying can so readily look. Yes, he believed me ; aud 
whiUt I had the satisfaction of finding one ear into which 
1 could poor the tale of my visionary but life-long assoeia- 
tion, the remarkahle accuracy of my xprite'i pTcdictions, 
and the occasional low breathing of delicious music which 
in the long hours of night often rang through the chamber 
which he shared with me, soothing with its exquisite pathos 
the feverish unrest of the poor sufferer's vigils, convinced 
him that a something beyond my own human intelligence 
inspired my prophetic utterances, and made music in the 
lontly mountain when every mortal slept. 

" Two daya before he died, one balmy summer evening, 
I found him lying on the little mountain shelf of which I 
have spoken, and which no inducement of mine could be- 
fore urge him to attempt reaching. By his side were his 
brushes and pallet, and to my amazement and delight, in 
bis hand, drooping with exhaustion, he held a faithful min- 
iature likeness of ray fairy. 

" ' Take it, Ernest," he said ; ' it is my dying gift. Do 
not thank me ; 1 am well repaid, for I too have seen her. 
She stood here in what seemed to me bodily presence before 
me — I know not how long. I know not how I came here, 
nor why I brought my colors. I know she bade me paint, 
and I obeyed her. My task is ended, and she in gratitude 
will pilot mo across the unknown sea. She comes to take 
me home.' 
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" And Ro s!io di<], my GabricUe. When nest 1 saw the 
phantom, my ileud friend stood beside her." 

■•Ernest, for Heaven's love, what mean you?" cried 
Gabrielle. " Do you then believe the dead can reappear ? 
and if so, eould tlie phantom you describe have been a 
spirit : " 

" Why not, Gabrielle ? Are not you one ? " 

■' O, yes, Ernest, that is true ; but a spirit in huro^in 
form ! " 

" Ay, but what lives i - What is your life — ycnreform, 
or spirit t If form, what then ie death ? If spirit, why 
should I not see the living spirit of my friend's dead form ? 
The spirit, not the form, was my friend." 

" I know not, Ernest," she replied ; " but I do know oui 
church aaya 'tis wicked — and the world, impossible." 

" Your church does not say so, my Gabrielle. It teaches 
yoii of daya when spirits walked the carlh, and talked with 
men like mortals. When the world says It is not possible, 
it gives the church the lie, and talks mere nonsense ; for 
spirits, not mere flesh and blood, make up the world 
itself." 

" Ernest ! Tve often thought 'twas strange that God 
should permit for untold ages the world to dream of spirits, 
tell tales of apparitions, live a perpetual life of fear of spec- 
tral shapes, cling to the thought, the hope, the fear, or else 
belief in spirits, if al! this were a fallacy. We only can deny 
it because it IB not prot-cii. By the same rule we cannot 
prone a God, an immortality." 

" It is proved, love," replied the singer. " Whatever 
thinks, and gives this body Ufc, owes not its being to the 
body. Death sets this free, and that btlng gone, the body 
has no life. My thought is not my brain. But injure that, 
you kill my brain, but cannot touch my thought. Why 
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Bhonld it not find orgaos blotter suited to its use than this 
poor flay ? And wlien it's done with tbat, why not speak 
to you precisely as it now does through this clay ? " 

" I cannot argue with you, Ernest," replied the lady ; 
" I think and feel you're right, but few to use my reason 
Icat I proce it true, and proving that, prove more than my 
religion would allow. Your words, however, only give 
enpreasioa to what I've felt, or, may be, dreamed of, all 
my life. The air to me is full of shapes. No creatnre 
approaches me hut his shadow precedes him, sometimes 
dose to hiro, sometimes a few minutes in advance- I see 
beee shapes outside of every creature, and know who is 
rcoming near ; and those who are going to die, I know by 
something which I can't express, but see it stamped upon 
their shapes. I do not speak of these things mueh ; the 
world will not believe me ; and yet how common is this 
power ! Scarcely a village, towo. or hamlet, but haa Gome 
old muttering crone, supposed to be a witch, or shunned as 
evil, who tonvcrscB with the air, sees shapes of persons, 
and on those shapes diseases, characteristics, and often- 
times events, which, proving true, prove also somclhing, 
telling mind more than the body sees. The world believes 
this too, it is HO common, provided you will only call it 
tirange. But when you search for causes, they say 'tis 
' superstition,' or ' illusion.' What is illusion ? How 
grew superstition ? But tell me, Ernest, ivhat was your 
phantom like ? Your friend, you say, could see her, and 
preBcrved her image. Til be sworn that precious picture 
was not ship WTe eked with yourself." 

"It was though, Gabrielle, shipwrecked with me, but 
also saved with me ; and now for the strangest part of all. 
Would you choose to see tiiat face, my Gabrielle ? Con 
you bear to look upon it ? " 
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■Why not, Ernest? 
Show it mo. Of course 
close to your heart." 
■' 'Tis here." 



Can I be jealous of a sprite ? 
you have it ■with jou, nestling 



' O Heaven ! 'tig myself 



I" 



The moonheam, shining out almost as bright as day, fell 
full upon the picture which he held, displaying a face 
envEloped in misty wreaths, but unmistakably the image 
of GiihriellB, 

Quietly returning the portrait to hia vest, he replied, 
" Do yon ivonder why I started, Gabrielle, when I first 
RFiw you nt your own gate, and beheld in mortal form the 
imagD of my fairy Eulalie ? " 

" I had B twin sister once, Ernest," murmured Gabrielle. 
■'When we were both very little children, our poor mother 
travelled with us through those mountains where your home 
was. This noble woman, whom I bow eal! raothei', journey, 
ing with her husband the same way, found her and one 
poor infant perished in the snow. My haplpsa self atill 
living, she took and wanned me into life. Since then 
I've been her own. Could I but deem the spirits nf the 
dead, like mortal children, lived, and grow, and bore the 
impress of their earthly mould, I might almost deem your 
phantom friend my lost young sister's spirit ; and yet 1 
know not — " 

And thus the lovera wore the hours away. The jealous, 
watchful eyes of Ravensworth were far away. Called sud- 
denly on political business into the north of Scotland, he 
had not even time to set his usual espionage upon his un- 
acknowledged, but not undiscovered, rival ; and so this 
sewet tryst was the longest and fteest they had ever 
known. Both endowed with the powers at whose pos- 
session we have slightly glanced, — namely, of conversing 
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ith a shape, a voice, a something whispering round them 
more than mortal ken couid see or know, — they met Uiis 
night, aBsured, hy their strange far-seeing eyes, no danger 
threatened, no human foot was near.* 

And now they spoke of subjects of much deeper interest, 
at least to litem — their future. Gahrielle, whil.ft profess- 
iog, ay, and feeling also, the most fervid afiection for her 
friend, was so indoctrinated into the world's conventional- 
isms, that she deemed she should be drawing her lover to 
ruin if she allured him to any fate shoit of the wealth and 
fame which she at present enjoyed. She knew the des- 
perate and fierce rcBolvo of Ravenewoith to call her liia ; 
she knew his power by rank and wealth to bring revenge 
the direst on the heads of all who siiould thwart bim ; and 
whilst, with an eye of habitual devotion for tlie world's 
gauds, she gazed upon the brilliant viata which he opened 
to htr 113 CountesB of Itavcnsworth, she regarded with 
equal terror the possibility of his vengeance thrusting hcr- 
Belf and the fascinating object of her life's first love out of 
the palo of romanco into poverty and disgrace. And yet 
she loved, adored. Ibis strange, fitntastic, gentle singer. 
For the first time she knew how sweet it was to love ; and 
life without this love, and him oa whom she poured it 
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with all the deep devotion of lier Italian nature, could he 
for her no more. 

After long and anxious spcculalions on these things, she 
had resolved for him a course of life to which she saw all 
things were clearly tEndiiig, Lord Raveiisworth hud an 
uncle, a brave Ilungarian officer, his mother's lirother, 
poor, hut of Doblc blood. His son was now In England, 
a colonel in the same service, and one to whom Ravens- 
worth had shown many favors. Oahrielle greatly disliked 
Colonel Kalozy ; but when it had been found that the poor 
improvrisBtore could not, schoolhoy-like, accomplish the 
tasks sot him by his masters. Lord Ilavcnsworth, probably 
instipated by the hope of getting rid of him, and Colonel 
Kalozy, out of gratitude to his noble cousin, had both 
urged upon him the offer of a commission in the regiment 
of Kalozy. True, the service of the oppressed slave of 
Austria was neither very tempting in point of wealth or 
distinction ; hut the rank of ensign would be the sign 
manual of gentleman. This to Oabrielle was the first, 
best honor she craved for her humble lover, while to 
himself the possibility of striking a blow in the cause of 
&eedom had something so much more ennobling in il 
than drudging in the service of a musical mountebank., 
who caught the wild notes of nature, and labored only to 
twist them into vocal gymnastics, that he had long seri- 
ously pondered on accepting what he persisted in terming 
the peer's generous offer. 

Generous indeed it was ! generous to himself at least, 
if not to poor Ernest Bossi. " Some one must kill that 
singing vagrant," reasoned the earl, " The sword of Ra- 
venaworth would be polluted by his peasant blood. I can- 
not descend to the meanness of secretly assassinating b, 
thing BO poor ; so the Auslrians shall rid me of him." 

15 
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Telling bis useful, piiant cousin of his will. Colonel Salo- 
7y liad a coraraission to ofFtr Ernest, in token of fricnilship 
for saving ibe life of his futlier from ahipttTeck — a com- 
mission in liis regiment ; nnd oil the glorious consequences 
of the noble warfare, whicb, eittet in the shape of speedy 
preferment, or honorable and of course accidental death, 
might be expected so naturally to follow. 

And BO the last pale star of night and first of dawning 
found the lovers striving to bend their eyes prophetic on 
their own nest day. What should they do ? Their love 
they could no longer hide. The politic earl affected igno- 
rance ; hut Gabrielle only the more surely felt the rocking 
of the earth beneath the fair, smooth surface. She pleaded 
with all her gifts of grace that he would haste, like a gallant 
knight, to win his lady-love by deeds of fame and arms. 
This, she Eaid, would give them time to think, himself & 
name and place in life, and both probation of their rew-felt 
passion. He, hoif a sai-age still, murmured of peaceful 
home among his mountains, the tranquil day and sacred 
evening hymn; hut silence closed his lips when be looked 
on her — so proudly beautiful, so worshipped, and so 
sought — such a lot for her ! he dare not speak it ; and so, 
with dim forebodings, and a plastic mind swayed like the 
summer grass by passing winds, he bade her cheer ; he 
would go forlh and do her bidding, be her minstrel knight, 
earn fame at least for her, if not gold doubloons. And so 
they parted that dear summer night, when in those few 
hours they had lived an age. Their hearts' deep secrets 
read, their souls unlocked, one fate, one hope, should now 
be common witli them; and in that long "goodnight" 
they felt " we're one forever ! " 

Farewell, moonlight Irysts and tales of love, for Ensign 
Bosai. New scenes, new hopes, companions, occupations. 
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He thought hia dieaming days were over ; and j-et he o'aa 
iiiistolccn. Arrived at the scenes of active warfare aud busy 
strife, engaged now in actual struggle for the golden game 
of liberty, the generous -hearted mountaineer cherished a 
whole legion of dreams, which waited on his every footstep, 
brightening and heartening up his weary way, companion- 
ing his long vigils and harassing marches, and lightening 
him on to an ethereal hut glorious future, that, like an at- 
tracting point, kept his heart single and his jiurpoaea pure 
and lofty in the midat of all the license and corruption of a 
camp. 

Let materialists pause ere they crush out the world of 
ideality from the ardent gaze of youth. What ia material- 
ism itself but a world of seemng ? The smile, smooth 
speech, external act, and conventional fashion of dress, n'hat 
iii all this but the world mask to the spirit's hidden reality ? 
Sooner let the impressional mind trust the inroiuBtary rev* 
elation of whnt the world terms fantasy, prejudice, first 
impressiona, than all tlie machine work with which the 
worldling hangs up a. screen around the real motii'e power 
which nothing but intuition can detect. Sooner let the vis- 
ionary trust to the bright phantoms which flit above his 
sensuous world than part with the hallowing influence 
which faith in the good and the beautiful ever brings, 

Ernest dreamed of beauty, or else felt ib palpable pres- 
ence in the beautiful world of the unseen around him ; and 
so he was gentle, graceful, loving, beautiful in thought and 
beautiful in act. In exact proportion as he felt the influence 
of tcautiful surroundings. In dreams of chivalric deed, or 
it may he the inspiration of noble beings in harmony with 
him, he seemed to gather strength to act out noble thoughts; 
and tliough by nature peaceful, and even indolent, his name 
soon linked itself with generous deeds ; hia foot was ever 
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foremost in unsdfish, daring enterprises : and nohvithstRnd- 
ing the scanty fitld for honor and rynown which an intea- 
tine struggle against oppression afforded, sjieedy promotion 
and high laudation heralded his name from place to place 
as one of freedom's chanipiona. 

It is not our purpose to touch on any of the political con- 
ditions of the time. We are simply following the fortunes 
of an individual, not narrating paiticulars of a party, catiiiC', 
or nation. We know such a one as our improi"visntore 
took part, fought, bled, and suffered, in many of the bitter 
struggles in which an oppressed people armed for defence 
against oppression, or strove to break a chain too heavy for 
tuman eufffrance. The man, and not the cause, is ours at 
present. They said his comrades lored him, and despite 
the promotion which his gallantry so rapidly insured, none 
envied or grudged the kind young man his honors — hon- 
ors home so mccklj' and gained so wcli, tliat love, not 
rivalry, seemed only possible with him. There was, besides 
his tendci" sjinpatby for suffering and friends, another qual- 
ity that endeared him to his comrades ; — this was his 
sweet, wild voice, and readiness to sing his wondrous 
strains, so full of soothing jiower. No hearts are so bus- 
ceptible to music as those in whom the presence of danger 
kindles up constant excitement. Thus the sailor, soldier, 
eaptivc, and mourner hang on the tones of music as an echo 
to the feverish throbs of their own excited hearts. At 
night, when they sat by the watch-fires, or laid them down 
beside the half-dug trenches which each felt might be his 
grave to-morrow, the minstrel soldier sang to them lays 
coined in the burning realms of inspiration. And never 
did trumpet's crash or clarion's shriek, shrill pibroch or 
" spirit stirring drum,"' wake to such martial fire, such 
warlike heat, or sootlie the soul with half such tender calm. 
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as did tliQ voice of the improvviaatore, amidst the camp- 
grounds of poor captive Hungary. Sometimes he sang of 
home and lady's love, Hud then the stern gray warriors 
wept, and coble young hands drew their gliUering blades, 
flashi^d them in the moonlight, kissed the cro93, and swore 
to die for her whose glancing form, evoked by the spirit of 
muaic, flitted amongst them, hearing their burning words 
like pledges to the courts of love and honor. How they 
loved to listen to his lays, those death-doomed men, forget- 
ful of their fate whilst rapt in the air of melody ! The 
common soldiers loved him, too, he was so kind, consider- 
ate, and merciful ; and when lie sang, tliey ■wept like little 
children. Sometimes he told of heaven and heaven's queen, 
and then the kneeling forms sighed out their hearts, in i;cho 
to his plaintive, low-toned hymn, "Orfl pro nobis" — Vir- 
gin Mother, hear us ! 

Never did prayer float on the dewy night iritli deeper 
soul-felt pleading, than at those times when he — the sol- 
dier singer — thus prayed for them. 

And where was Kalozy, Ravensworth's wily cousin ? 
Why is it that evil deeds require greater nerve and more 
encouragement for their commission than good ones? 
Either it is easier to be good (as it certainly pays better) 
than to be otherwise, or the current of the world's opinion 
sots in so dead against cruelty and vice, that it requires a 
stronger mind to stem the tide than, float with it. Kalozy 
either really liked his noble young subaltern, or else was 
afraid to harm hira — afraid (when he saw the generous 
thing called popular opinion hanging so lovingly around the 
favorite) to injure that which never sought to injure anoth- 
er, and therefore, not meriting, seemed incapable of expect- 
ing, injury himself 1 

This was the state of things when one evening Lieuten- 
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ant It(M*i WBS employed by his ealonel writing in his tent. 
Knlozy lat at some dlitojice, reading letters and dictating 
, certain memoranda upon which the j'otmg man (who hod 
received a fair education from his uncle the priest) was mo- 
plojvd in transcribing. The lugfat was warm, the curtairu 
of the tfot undrawn ; suddenly a tush of balmy aii seemed 
to pasa over the brow of the scribe, and a dim shadow fell 
anoss the lent door. 

" Eulalie ! " muttered the young soldier ; and for a mo- 
ment ao impulse to spring away, inio the nide, wide realms 
of air, away forever, seemed to possess him ; the next, 
the still, dreamy ecalasy of France ; and then he saw Kalo- 
xy — who eat directly behind him — placed like a pictare 
on his very table. He saw him knit his brow, contract his 
lip, and then, with a face all seamed with discontent, draw 
from his vest a letter, reading thus: — 



" You ha*B nther miitakai me or betrajEd my Irasl, {nend Her- 
miuin. I [old you I would have that h^ggnr killed ; and jou $cnd 

home, or Euffii home Eo come, atcounu of his wondrous btavery 
and proweas, ualil d1] those who ri^nd news of tluA war, nad bul- 
letins of your roost cursed insubordinate rebellious country, begin 
to think the Italimi orgnn grinding Ernuit Rossi is goin^ to turn 
out another Itonapartf, and coDverl a biuidful of beggarly Hunga- 
rian hordes, into a second imperial arrny. 

'■ I know, In}' warlhy cousin, it matters little to you on which 
^aide you Bghl. The bread thnt is the best buitercd taste? ihe best 
10 you, whFtLoi it be baked in Austria, Germany, or Iliingsiy. 
Hunt I tell you agsin, then, that whilst 1 am paying you hand- 
somely to do my work, that work is to get Ernest Itossi decently 
killed, and not made a captain and a bpro of. Look at it, there- 
fore ! unless you can find a better paymaster amongst the Analri- 
ans, and as I am in more earnest than erer, the day that sends me 
home news of the dealh and btuial of thin interesting vngranti shall 
sign the deed which makes you master of the long-coveted estate 
and manor of Wallingford. So now choase, and that without 
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fttrtber Giltcring, wMeli yott will serve, the God ot bsltlea who pre- 
aides oyer the desliny ot your hapless country, or the Maianioa 
iilio hft3 the honor of subscribing himself 

" Ynnr loving consin, Edwabd RiTEHBTTOBTtt." 

-Twice did the visionary scene, paaaing behind the seer, 
recrosa iiia entranced eyes ; and twice did the shadowy 
iingpr of tlie aliining apparition in the tent door point, letter 
by letter, to the pictured page of the billet, which Kalozy 
was at that very moment perasiog with his natural, and 
Ernest Rossi with his spiritual, eyes. When both had 
coucludod the reading, the colonel put up his letter. The 
CHttains of the tent slightly waved; a low, long sigh, like the 
night wind's wail, passed over the cold, damp brow of the 
seer. A shudder, a blank. He looked out into the camp- 
gronnd beyond. All was still. The stars were out for 
him, for the teas gone. 'Twas mortal night once more. 

"Colonel, have you nothing more for metowiile? I 
await your orilcrs." 

" No more, Emeat, now. To-morrow I'll call on jou 
Bgain." 

" To-morrow, colonel ! Never again. Good night ! " 
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WiTn the egotism of human nature generally, wc are 
apt to suppose, when we perceive, for the first time, some 
manifestation of the existing order of things, either that 
we hove made a new discovery, or that we are the aubjecta 
of some special revelation. Such has been the view with 
which many of the investigators of modern apiritualiam, 
magnetiam, and clairvoyance have deluded themselves ; 
whereas the fact is, that r11 these thinga, and many others 



THK IKFROTTISATOKE, 

he same character, have been the familiar practice af 
the utcieute. and a constajitlf attending evidence of men- 
tal materiality in all times Sod in all places where the 
physical materiality' of religion or science did not proscribe 
its atadj'. On the continent of Europe and in countries 
where schools of philosophy have been established, these 
Eciinices, especially the two last, have been identified with 
every search into the curiously abatruse phenomena of 
nature. It is English and Americans alone who have not 
recognized their manifestations ; and therefore their ex- 
hibition as portions of the phenomena of spiritualism has 
appeared as a new revelation of nature to them. The 
German, Bohemian, and French sanaits ridicule the idea 
of any new revelation in these sciences, while every nation 
of the East is familiar with their practice, if not with their 
identity with the agency of departed spirits. 

Having said thus much, we need add no more iu apol- 
ogy for antedating the disconeri/ of lite appliealion of 
clairvojance in America, by introducing scenes, the details 
of which are derived from actual fad, although the time, 
place, and names of the actors are all disguised in the 
license of fictional composition. 



The moon was gleaming brightly over the camp-ground 
of the Hungarians, and picturing her fair face on many a 
gleaming bayonet point as the moveless sentinels returned 
tbe slight salute which Ernest Rossi gave them, passing 
from point to point ere he gained the remote quarter 
where be shared with a young lieutenant of his own age 
tlie shelter of a rude tent, The quiet scene, where slum- 
bering masses lay outstretched in that peaceful rest which 
might know but one more earthly waking ; the sight of 
BO many groups of noble forms and gallant hearts all press- 
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ing forivftrJ lo the mysterious portiils of untimely dcatli ; 
or, it may be, the doom of dragf^ing a mutilated form 
through the penance of a. sufibriog lii'e, impressed the kind 
heart of the young aoldior with the tendcrest aympatliv. 

" Would I could die for them ! " he murmured ; " or 
rather, would it had pleased the great Dispenser of life to 
teach men what a sacred thing it is ! This frame, so won- 
dorfully and fearfully fashioned, with such skill, ingenuity, 
and heauty, — why should this be torn and rent by tiger 
men. destroying what God has desigued so well and 
nature has outwrought so patiently, — and all for the pos- 
session of a few feet of earth in this particular section of 
the globe ? What vast waste lands are yet unclaimed 
which these greedy ones could possess ! What wealth 
within the giant bosoms of yet un wrought mountains, 
with which they might enricli themselves, without this 
cruel butchery of each other — anil all to satisfy the avari- 
dous yet sluggard spirit which would rather steal another's 
possessions than toil to obtain them himself ! Where are 
tlie spirits, loo, of the slaughtered dead ? starry homes! 
they cannot enter you ; they arc not ready ; earth has not 
yet done with them, not they with earth. Their mission 
unfulfiDcd, some vast mid-region must receive them, the 
poor, unresting dead ! Your tranquil, peaceful rest, O 
Btam and suns I where happily spirits dwell, may not 
receive the waifs whom God has sent to earth to grow, 
unfold, and become fit blossoms for the gardens of eter- 
nity, but which rude man cuts down before the fruit is 
ripe, and crushes out of life ere half the work is done. 
Murder, — thou last, worst crime ! thou greatest wrong 
the undeveloped soul of mrvn can e'er suffer! — what 
sophistry can gild thee ? what law of man's contrivance 
icdeem the stain of foolish, useless, but irreparable wrong? 
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What fantastic names, as Honor, Patriotism, Fame, or 
Justice, can repair the hideous hreach that murder makes 
in nature, or give hack to God, who mode it with such 
skill and care, the flowers of life, which men, like idle, 
spiteful children, teat to pieces out of mere revenge r " 

" Ernest, Ernest, my child, O, eave me ! " Such was 
the wild, shrill cry that, three times repeated, dear, dis- 
tinct, and close beside his ear, broke on the Etartled sol- 
dier's meditations — a pause between the repetitions. The 
language that of hia native land, the tone unmistakably 
that of bis mother, left him no room for doubt. Rushing 
to hia tent, he aroused his sleeping comrade — one who, 
as friend and confidant of the young man's most secret 
thoughts, was well accustomed to the exbibitioo of his 
strange spiritual perceptions. 

" Augustine, wake ! " he cried. " Some terrible event 
befalls my mother, or like a sword impends upon our heads." 

For several mioutca hia agitation prevented hi* resort- 
ing to that far-seeing faculty which he was daily accus- 
tomed to employ for the amusement or to satisfy the 
curious speculations of his friends. His companion, how- 
ever, whose mind was well balanced and commanding, at 
length succeeded in soothing hira, and after several in- 
effectual attempts to concentrate his powers for the exer- 
cise of hia clairvoyant vision, he produced a letter which 
he had lately received from his mothnr, which ho at last 
found was the one link wanting to bring him in rapport 
with her. 

This letter contained an account of the death of her 
brother, the old priest, the breaking up of their little 
household, and the subsequent determination on the part 
of the poor mother to act out in quest of her son, She 
had received frequent and dutiful communications ftom 
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Hm, was appraised of his wlierpabouls, Hnd resolved to 
join him. 8he had accomplished the greater part of her 
long and perilous journey, when she found she had entered 
within the lines of the much drtaded Austrinii nrmy. To 
avoid this, she had entered on a wild mountain tract, 
where she encountered the family of a noble Austrian, 
who was then in deepest agony of mind, vainly seeking 
to discover the retreat of some of the bandits bo famous ia 
those districts, who had recently carried off his young and 
only son. The gentle heart of Madame Bossi, deeply 
aympathiKing with the grief of the parents, urged her to 
aid tliem hy the esercise of her wondrously accurate fac- 
ulty of clairvoyance. By this means the retreat of the 
kidnappers was discovered, and the precious child ran- 
HOmed and restored to the arms of hia kindred. In deeply 
grateful appreciation of the service she had rendered them, 
the Austrian furnished her with money and a safe coniluet 
throvigh the Austrian lines, on the verge of which she 
hoped to meet her son. 

It was to this point that the letter to her son conducted 
her little history. WTiat she could not tell was the dire 
treachery of the woman-flogging nation, who no sooner 
ascertained that a woman was in their midst, poasessed of 
the wondrous gift of clairvoyance, and that she was alone, 
Still young and very beautiful, than they, hy some paltry 
evasion, contrived to fasten upon her the character of a 
spy, and, despite of her friend's pass, to detain her a 
prisoner. At first they sought to win her to their service 
by offers of large bribes and proTtiotion for her son, if she 
would induce him to join their ranks ; but when she found 
that the service required of her was no other than the 
exercbe of her clairvoyant powers for the detection of 
their enemies' plans, she indignantly refused the treach- 
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erous part tliey nasigncd her, and by thiia manifesting 
open antagonism to their interest, exeited their enmity, 
and even in the mind of the base and cowardly generu! 
officer who had covertly detained her, as much fear of lier 
strange gift, as anxiety to avail himself of it. 

Colonel Kalozy had not been altogether mindful of his 
patron the Earl of Ravensworth's interest, moreover. The 
service of the Hungarian patriots was more remunerative in 
honor than wealth, while that of the Austriaus was exactly 
the reverse. To reconcile himself to both, and appropriate, 
if possible, the spods of both, he had long professed him- 
self an open champion of the tattered banner of liberty, 
whilst be in reality acted as a secret agent beneath the 
golden standard of oppression. For many past months, it 
had been evident to the patriots that some undetected 
treachery was at work amongst them. Their best laid 
plana were thwarted, and tbeii most Eecret operations so 
obviously under the espionage of their enemies that all 
their efforts were bent to discover the traitor. 

Just at this time came missive after missive from Lord 
Ravensworth, insisting upon the destruction of the haplesa 
miniitrel. Availing himself of hia knowledge of Austrian 
tactics, the double traitor, Kalozy, contrived to reveal 
some of their manixuvres to the Hungarians, and then 
apprised the Austrians that the secret had been disclosed 
through the instrumentality of the famous clairvoyant, 
whom the Hungarian officers availed themselves of, as he 
insinuated, to procure surreptitious information. Thus 
stimulating alike their vengeance and their superstition, 
Kalozy hoped that the indignant Austrians would save 
him the trouble of doing the executioner's work upon his 
young lieutenant ; but when he heard the poor patriots, 
driven to desperation by the constant disclosure of their 
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fthomes, propose to consult the occult power with which 
their fdvorite Ernest was invested, ia the hops of detecting 
the traitor, he resolved tliat a speedy termination must be 
put to the terrible power of the aeor. Jiiat about the tinm 
that the hapless mothci of Ernest ft>ll into the handa of 
one of tlic Austrian gcncrola who hod long been dealing 
with the covert traitor, Kalozy, he himaelf, stimulated by 
the fear of discovery through the second sight of tlie rain- 
Btrel, proceeded to terrify the Austrians by an exaggerated 
picture of hia clairvoyance, and the preparations which a 
secret knot of traitors were forming, by the aid of the most 
diabolical magic, to destroy (he whole Austrian power. 

To buy the improwisatorc over to their interest had 
been the first efforts of the Austrian dupea of Kalozy in 
dealing with the poor mother ; but when they found she 
was too iuHcxible in her devotion to the cause her son liad 
espoused to rauke it likely that he could be paltered with, 
they strove, by promises of reward and liberty, to induce 
the exercise of her power as a clairvoyant to detect more 
of their enemies' schemes than they believed the wily 
Kalozy had disclosed to tbem. SciU all in Tain did they 
seek to threaten the noble Italian woman into aught that 
could injure the cause of liberty, and that through the 
agency of what both herself aj»d her son considered as a 
special and sacred boon from Heaven. The gift of clair- 
TOyance and inspiration neither made, nor even changed, 
the characters of these persons. Being possessed of it, 
they used it, as every human being does the talents in- 
trusted to him, according to the predominating feelings of 
good or evil in his nature. 

•' Beatrice Rossi must die." The fond mother must leave 
her young son in the dark hour of danger, and the place of 
treachery. 

16 
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" Virgin mother, " she cried, " thou wilt he the solace 
of the orphan ! God's will be done ! " 

Beautiful, gifted, still in the prime of an orderly life, 
the sweet and gentle woman longed to linger amongst the 
fair valleys and lofty hlue mouctaina of glorious mother 
earth. 

"There are fairer landscapes and more aunny skiea in 
the land of the blest," she thought ; " let me die rather 
than betray the noble and the brave." But when they 
told her her first step to obscure and lingering martyrdom 
was to be brought out in the light of day, and eichanging 
tile shelter of her dark cell for the glare of a noonday bar- 
rack yard, with bare shoulders, and shrinking womanly 
nature, to be savagely fogged, in the presence and by the 
hands of men, het strong soul failed her. The whispers 
of angel comforters could not break through the murmur 
of her choking aobs ; and fit after fit prevented bcr execu- 
tioners from presenting her aa a snfEciently edifying spec- 
tacle of conacious suffering under the lash, until twelve 
o'clock at niglit, when, with the very first hand that was 
laid upon her to tear her garment from her crouching 
shoulders, she uttered the wild cry of agony that aped 
through nearly a hundred mUes of ether ; and then, by 
the mysterious agency of the spirits of the air, thrice ech- 
oed in the ears of her unhappy son, '■ Ernest, Ernest, my 
child, O. save me ! " 

Reader, we are not telling you a story plagiarized from 
the celebrated case of the i«-famoug Slarsbal Haynau. 
Worn an- flogging in Austria and Russia is not of so rare 
occurrence that we need harrow up your feelings by the 
recapitulation of a scene which the lost ten years' experi- 
ence has made familiar to Europeans, principally by the 
splendid retaliation which the noble London brewers in- 
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flicted upon the Austrian woman-flogger, even in the pres- 
ence of his aristocratic entertainers. For more detailed 
account of this special case of modern civilisation, consult 
the files of the London Times of about eight or ten j-enrs 
ago. The scpnc of which we write occurred many years 
previous, but perhaps, to some American readers, needs the 
citation of the familiar and recent case of the monster Hay- 
nau to testify that in Christian countries, and under the rule 
of a most Christian emperor, such iMngs are. 

And in the presence of hia comrade, Ernest Rossi, under 
the influence of the far-Becing perception of clairvoyance, 
and bound like a victim to the stake beneath the spell of 
the mystic trance, beheld strong, savage men lash the frail 
form of the tender, loving being who had given him birth 
— heard in the wide conducting space tbe shriek melt into 
the low wai!, the stifled sob, the long-drawn sigh, the 
deep stillness of unconsciousness ; and then a presence, a 
dim, gray, shadowy thing stood beside him, in form like 
the dying mother, a pressure on his arm like tiie touch 
of the dead ; a long, long distant echo, from a toneless 

voice, whispering, " Come to see me at L stadt," and 

all was over. 

In low, murmuring cadence the clairvoyant, statuesque 
and rigid beneath the magnetic apcU, had rehearsed the 
terrible scene in the ears of his deeply-moved friend. 

"Wake mc, Augustine," was his concluding sentence. 
A few upward passes of his friend's hands, and the released 
spirit became lord of its earthly casket once more. Con- 
sciousness returned, and with it memory ; and, O, what a 
dire and portentous consciousness was that which gleamed 
in the eyes of him who never till that moment had knoivn 
an angry or uncharitable feeling ! The savage hyena would 
have glared with less terrible fire upon its prey, than the 
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Kiiil of the agonized man, for the first lime awakened to 
the thirst for human blood and quenchless rengeance, 
gleamed ihtough the lustrous eyea of the seer, 

" Farewell, Aogiutine, I go ta rescue ot arenge my 
mother," \rere hia first words. But be could not part 
thus, and that Augustine knew. Nearly a hundred miles 
intcrrened between himself and the scene of the tragedy 
he had witnessed. The road was lined with Austrian 
troop.s, ^d by daybreak of the morrow the conimand had 
been given to the rebel Hucgarians, by their leaders, to 
advance to the taking of an important position which tLey 
confidently hoped to secure. This last consideration more 
than all the rest, together with the cherished desire of 
being permitted to lead a forlorn hope in the course of the 
engngement, finally prevailed in restraining the unhappy 
son from rushing off in the midst of all impossibilities to 
attempt the rescue of his molber, supposing that she should 
survive the tihameful cruelties to which she had been ex- 
posed. And the morrow's sun shone doivn upon a dread- 
ful field of carnage, in which no hand drew so red or reck- 
less a sword as be who a few short hours before had 
mourned before moon and stars the destruction of a single 
human hfe. 

" Lead ua not into temptation." Does God tempt us ? 
If not, what docs ? These arc fearful queries, f^ll of dread- 
ful mCDuing too ; for none can deny that the human heart, 
swelling with loving, generous impulses under the gentle 
rule of peaceful surrounding, has become, if not an abso- 
lute traitor to itself, yet so wildly fierce, so hard, relent- 
less, almost savage beneath the impetus of opposite inilu- 
ences, tiiat we again demand, by whom and why are we 
thus tempted ? O, life ! dost Ihou demand, for the evolve- 
ment of all thy purposes, that the secret depths of human 
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Bouls sljal! be sounded to their lowest fathom point ? Con 
we never become strong, except by conflict ? — victorioua, 
until the enemy ia wrestled with ? Must we work out the 
tiger in our natures, before the lamb can rule ? Feslua 
says, " The safely of superior principles lies in exhaustion 
of the lower ones." If this he so, then, O out Lord, lead 
us into the battle plain of temptation, but give us but 
strength to conquer ! 

" For thee, my mother ; another life for thine ! bji- 
otlier, and another ! " All day long this fearful battle 
cry rantr from the lips of Ernest Rossi, and with every 
cry his deadly sword struck out a foeman's life. There 
might have been a hundred Ernests in the field that day ; 
and death in every shape the frantic soldier rushed upon ; 
and yet it never touched him. His reckless daring wove a 
charm around him. Swords flushed and bullets wlii^zcct 
above, beneath bim ; but all in Tuin — none touched. The 
word had somehow gone forth, that the celebrated Italinn 
magician fought amongst the rebel ranks that day, and 
■when men saw that slight young form, with cheeks of ashy 
white, and blood-shot eyes, whilst fury sparkled round hia 
flashing sword, his single arm seemed like a spell of death 
to B>vecp around and scatter life like chafl*. and all shrunk 
back aghast. 

The fight, however, waa but a succession of skirmishes, 
more deadly with this terrible spirit of vengeance in the 
midst, than such scenes usually are ; but still not produc- 
Uvc of any marked results on either side. The Hunga- 
rians bad succeeded in one aim at least. They had suffi- 
ciently rid themselves of their persecutors to be enabled 
ere nightfall to resume a position from which they had 
been driven a few days previously, and in which they 
hoped to obtain possession of a most important military 
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stition. A forlorn hope, to be led by Ernest Rn^si, — ■ 
"the magician," the now half frantic son, hopeless of 
rescuing hia mother, but mftdly striking for revenge, and 
recklessly seeking denth, — tliis was the finale of tlio 
terrible day which succeeded the clairvoyant revelation 
of the past night. And the red aun, sinking amidst bil- 
lows of go! den- crested clouds, glared on the redder field 
of death, like the eye of an angry God weeping tears of 
blood for the slain. 

" For thoc, my mother ; another life for thine ! another, 
yet another ! " sounded out amidst the ghostly light which 
the pale moon shed upon wull and tower, as the danntless 
young aoidior, with his gallant handful, rushed on, over lad- 
ders of slain to the topmost stone in the breach. Another 
step, and the pass was gained. Already the sword of the 
avenger was high in the air — twinkling, starry worlds 
glparaed on ita blade — death, death every where; more 
death when it falls ; but with it, victory. 

" For thee, my mother ! " 

"And for thee, foul wizard!" cried Kalozy, close be- 
hind him. With the word, a blow, a struggle, then a fall, 
down, down, over heaps of slain, wall, rubbish, broken 
arms, and senseless, In the very midst of the defenders, lay 
the dreaded seer. 

" Traitor, have I found thee ? " burst from the lips of 
Ernest's generous comrade, young Aupiisfiao. " For thee, 
my friend, my Ernest ! " cried the noble youth, strikinfc 
almost at random, but cleaving in the blow the very skull 
of the double traitor. Ernest was gone. No mortal arm 
could save him. The leader lost, the poor, dispirited few, 
who had 30 gallantly followed him, fled id confusion. Tak- 
ing advantage of the outcry wliich the capture of the young 
lieutenant (grown terrible in reputation to the Austrians, 
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as o potent magipian, through the misrepresent a tions of 
Kiilozy) occasioned, Augustine kneeled down, and from the 
dress of the lifeless Kalozy extracted his papers, liglitly 
deeming that he should find in these proofs of that treach- 
ery whidi, in (he acciecy of their tent, his friend ond him- 
self had discovered through the former's clairvoyant per- 
ception. Thia done, all was over. 

" O my friend, my Ernest ! generous, gallant spirit ! 
would I had died for thee ! " broke from the mourner's 
lips, as turning from the now abandoned breach he pro- 
ceeded to provide for his safety in retreat. Through the 
heapB of slain he made his way. The feeble cry of " Water, 
water, for the love of God ! " from dying, parching lips, 
smote on his ear ; and with it came the memory of times 
when his poor friend bad bathed his fevered lips, tended 
his wounds, shared a soldier's scanty crust wilh him, and 
strippeil hirasolf Df blanket, cloak, and coat, to ghieid him 
from the damp, cold dews of night. All his love, his almost 
womanly tenderness and care, rose up like phantoms dodg- 
ing round his way. The thought of Gabrielle,.thc secret 
love, and that mysterious airy thing that played around 
him ; the music that he made, so mild and sweet ; his 
cheerful willingness to sing for those who nif^bt by night 
beguiled the weary hours around the soldiers' watch-fires 
with his Toice ; all these thing* long had wrapped his friend 
in a mantle almost like fascination — a spell, he knew not 
what; but thoughts like these fell on him, and fancy-pic- 
tured stars, brought down from heaven, and lent to light 
his feet like spirit lamps — all suddenly gone out — lost, 
lost forever ! In darkness, cold bewilderment, he wandered 
on alone ; then stumbling o'er the dead, sat down and wept 
most bitterly. 
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Chapteb V. 



A CAPTiTE ! wounded, suffering, and alone ! Ernest 
Rossi, tlie son of the mountains, the child of the mist, and 
the companion of the eletnents, is now immurod in a cold, 
darh, fetid cell, where the sweet sunlight he loved so well 
never came, except in long, thin streaks through the nar- 
row crannies, where jealous bars would have mocked even 
the struggles of a bird for liberty, and streaming across 
the damp floor, seemed to point, like spectral fingers, lo the 
creeping things that trailed their noisome length along the 
ground. 

Reader, have you ever visited the dark and hideous con- 
trivuneeB in the shape of dungeoas, by which, in ages past, 
savage man, has imposed the chain of captivity upon his 
fellow-maa ? Not a noble castle in noble, civilized Europe 
but haa its nests of cells as inevitably as its banqueting 
hall — foul, noisome places, reeking yet with the sigha of 
miserable prisoners and the wasted life of murdered vic- 
tims. Not a convent or monastery but has its infamoua 
dens of captivity and vengemce, where tbe narrow oulo- 
crat of tbe community could wreak bis barbarity upon the 
helpless subject of his power. Not a single building lurge 
enough to be tbe home of rank and wealth, or pompous 
enough to be dedicated to the service of God, which, in 
tbe famed quarter of civilization, Europe, and under the 
spiritual dynasties of Christianity during the early and 
middle ages, — ay, even us late as the geventeenth century, 
— is not garnished with its inhuman dungeons, as surely 
as it boasts of its allegiance to Christianity. We do not 
gay the latter is the cause of this most direful propensity 
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on the part of the members of the human family to torture 
each other ; but when newspaper Cliristians and conven- 
tioaallj pious citizens prate about the blessings anil humaci' 
izing effects of Christianity, these inevitable appendages 
to every monastic institution, every religious order, and 
every feudal dwelling under the Christian rule for at least 
sixteen hundred years after the kumani-zing system was 
first esfahlished, seem to send up their mournful echoes 
ftam the broken hearts, wasted energies, and crushed limbs 
of the victims, whom human authority ia general, and 
spiritual authority in particular, has condemned to pinQ 
away within them. 

It is pleasant to sit through the long winter's evening by 
the cheerful fire and the mellow lamp, and, while the storm 
ronrs without, draw the crimson curtain cloaor, and, turn- 
ing to the happy circle within, to hear the one read out, 
while othors work or listen, the tde of piteous captivity, 
of long imprisonment and fearful wrong inflicted on help- 
leas, fettered human creatures. Young ladies sigh, and old 
ones shake their heads. Young men cry, " Stuff ! " and old 
ones go to ekep. Do any ever pause to think these thinga 
are true ? Theij haee been ; and though modified in prac- 
tice now, the spirit still remains, and would enact such 
horrors over again if it hut dared. Oppression, the law 
of strength against the weak, and persecution for opinions, 
— these are the causes which have, which do, and will 
continue to, (unless you make men just, humane, and 
Christ-like, instead of merely " Christian,") impale each 
other, coward-like, by force of strength, in for more 
tortures than these pleasant fictions show. 

It cannot be supposed that Austria, Germany, or Rus- 
sia (Ciuistian countries all) could he, in any part of them, 
without the glorious institution of dungeons deep and 
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noisome ; nnd so poor Ernest Rnssi found, ivhen, struck 
down, but not killed, by Kaloy.y, he became a prisoner to 
the Austrians. It might have been supposed that they 
■would have taken advantage of their gallant young foe- 
man's presence amongst them to destroy him, in vengeance 
for wliat they had been taught by Kalozy to deem were his 
magical practices against them ; but the governor of the 
to^vn, into whose hands he had fallen, was an ignorant, 
Buperstitious, and cruel tyrant ; and while his savage 
.nature suggested no other mode of dealing with his victim 
than by torture, his superstition impelled him to believe he 
might attain to superhuman privileges in communing; with 
the invisible world through the agency of the far-famed 
seer. The indignation of the Austrians had been bo vehC' 
ment against the supposed magician, that the governor bad 
great ditRculty in rescuing Ernest from instant and deadly 
rctaliiition ; but under the pretext of reserving him for 
trial, and a more orderly mode of execution, he at last con- 
trived to possess himself of the person of the captive, with 
whom he now determined to deal for his own private nnd 
special purposes. As he soon found his efforts to bend 
his unfortunate captive to hia will unavailing, and fearing 
to put him to death, lest his disembodied spirit should be 
even more potent than his fiufTcring mortal frame, he had 
no means of satisfying his hatred apd cowardice but by 
the lowest species of retaliation he could devise, namely, 
insult and miserable captivity. Sometimes he effected tliis 
in deep cells where the light of the blessed sun never 
came, where noisome things ran round the narrow space, 
and the dripping of dank dews constantly irritated the 
nerves with their weary vibrations ; sometimes in eriba 
contrived like the cage of the famous Cardinal Biiillicu, too 
low to allow the inmate to btand up — too narrow to allow 
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Mm to stretch bia cramped liraba. Latterly, and after 
man]" months had passed uway since his first imprison- 
ment, he had kim removed tg a nairow cell at the very top 
of a, tall tower, surmounted hy sheets of lead, which, on 
the same principle us the celebrated prisons of St. Mark, 
were calculated, by concentrating the rays of the tierce 
summer sun, to burn into the suiTering brain beneath, and 
dry up the healthful juices into consuming fever and ulti- 
mate madness. 

Unliappily we tell no tale of fiction. Unhappily, too, 
the mere recital of half the horrors which in Austria, Rus- 
sia, Siberia, uud India, are even to this day perpetrated lit 
the sacred numes of justice, patriotism, religion, and ne- 
cessity, whilst they would harrow up the suul, would lead 
to no better results. Vi'c have long felt that the mere arm 
of restraint is but a temporary expedient for the remedy, ' 
but not the prevention, of cruelty and crime. If ao-culled 
Christianity, Mohammedanism, or even Buddhism, did ex- 
ercise the gentle and humanizing influence that is claimed 
for tiiem. thes^ things would cease altogether ; because, 
as religion is the most universal and potent source of in- 
fluence upon a. nation's action, so it must mould to some 
extent its general characteristics and individual opinions. 
Until, then, you can find a religion that will give the peo- 
ple individually and practically an impetus to humane and 
iinselfish dealing with each other, look to see the outward 
forms of punishment change — chains and thumb-screiva 
give place to more refined and ingenious modes of inllict- 
ing misery ; but never look to see the spirit which hates 
and persecutes that which it no longer dare kill, changed 
by any other inSucuce than a change of heart and spirit. 

The tortures of his Austrian prison, however, fell far 
more lightly upon Elmest Rossi than they would have done 
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on ihousauds of stronger and more resolute men. He was 
not alone, Tliey might shut out the sweet summer Bun, 
but tliEy could not exclude the starry eyes of angel tis- 
itnnts. They cTiained him up, and barred within narrow 
walls his mortal form ; but many a long, wild flight his 
spu'it took through wurlds of rolling ether with his spirit 
guides. No human voice spoke consolation in the lonely 
cell, yet gentle whispers came and went nil day, and through 
the livelong night ; and gracious forms, more beautiful and 
shining Llian ever graced the proudest monai-ch'a court, 
peeped likq the moonbeams through the narrow grate, and 
lighted by his side like flakes of sunshine. They told him 
how cacli world himg lik-e a bead upon the thread of 
spirit ; his narrow earth ivas round him, but it moved not j 
his spirit was the only moving power, and this sped up- 
wards like a shooting st^r. To-morrow he would be in 
paradise, his wrongs forgotten, and hla prison left fat, far 
behind — no memory of it cherished, yet its effects eternal 
on his spirit — chastened, strengthened, purified by suffer- 
ing in its chains r the spirits of his captors, loaded with 
his HTongg, weighed down by that same crime, eternal in 
its conscqueaces to alii their spirits chained as they had 
chained his body, until, like himself, they freed themselves 
through suffering. When bis burning head would throb 
with pain, or scorch bcneatli the red-hot leads, came Eula- 
3io, and in soft slumbers, fanned by angel breathings, would 
chase away the pains, and leave sweet, dreamy visions in 
their place. 

At length the gentle gift of song returned to him. No 
matter where he was, in tower, or ceil, or noisome, steamy 
dungeon, he sang nil day, and often half the niglit. At 
first hla captors feared the sweet, sad strains, thought they 
■were spElls to conjure evil spirits, and sternly forbade him 
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to utter them ; but when thoy found he did not comprehend 
them, stared with a Iialf-swio look that warned of mndness, 
they let him sing, und, Blanding by his side, the viewless 
spirit cheered him to his task. Pcrhapa slie [deeper road 
ill human life than we poor raortals are) knew thia exercise 
would save his wavering mind, and keep the airings of 
sense from snapping or prej-ing on itself. In cells remote, 
ftod many a dungeon deep, the sweet, wild cadence rang 
like echoes from a. distant world. The shivering captives 
beard it, dreamed of choiring angels keeping watch over 
poor mortids' woe, blessed Ood, and slept in peace. The 
jajleca listened, and, with awe-struck souls, told their beads 
in quick succession, muttered a. prayer, and cursea on the 
singtr. The wandering peasant heard it ns he crept along 
the frowning walls, drew his rough hand across his eyes, 
and cried, ■• God help the poor, lone maniac ! " Fitr out 
at sea the lonely ship-boy heard it. Rocked on the giddy 
mast by rushing winds, ho thought s<yne angel's song came 
on the blast — a messenger from sainted fi'iends in heaven. 
He listened, bowed his head, thought of his home, and 
wept. 

*' Ave Maria 1 '' sang the fisherman upon the shore, and 
*' Ave Eulalie ! " replied the echo. 

•' Santa, keep and guard us ! " " Hush," they whi.-ipered, 
" The spirits of the murdered dead wail round the castla 
of ihc dark, bold keeper." 

One ear alone, with perfect understanding, marked the 
strain. This was Augustine'.';, poor Ernest's noble comrade. 
Safe from the skirmish, where he had lost his friend, (he 
young aoldier followed in the course of duty the fugitive 
warfare of his unhappy countrymen. This had at lengrh 
led him and them in the very neighborhood of the prison 
where his flriead was lodged. Dear as their improvvisatore 
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had been to tlie Run^ariaas, the; bEul msde do effort to 
Boarcli for him, convinced ihat he had fatlm into hands too 
savage and vcngeiiil to spare his life. 

The death of the beautiful peasant woman, (the mother 
of Ernest,) iaa vcrj- short period after the atrocious net of a 
«cnii-puhlic flo^inR. was ioon noised abroad, and excited 
such universal indignation, that the perpetrators ireie 
obliged to excuse themselves on the plea that she had been 
punished for the attempt to practise ma^cal and heretical 
artit — forbidden alike by the holy Catholic religion, and 
baneful to the safety and morality of the camp, whOe pass- 
ing through which she had been arresled. This brought 
up again llie question of llie lost improvrisatore and his 
well-known but mysterious gift of clairvoyance; and al- 
though hLs body had not been found, his captors deemed it 
safest, after having subjected him to the routine of theii 
hateful prisons, to protest that he had perished beneath 
Leaps of slain at the breach. 

This story was generally believed by all hut the faitliful 
friend who had seen him fall. After the most hazardous 
hut minute search for his body, the wnrm-heartcd young 
man resolved that his efforts should be extended to £nd the 
living and not the dead Ernest ; and when at last the course 
of the campaign brought him beneath the walls of a caslle 
ftora whence the well-remembered tones of a. voice which, 
once heard, was never to be forgotten, came, home on favor- 
ing winds, he became persuaded the spirit of his friend still 
spoke to him, but spoke in mortal song. 

And where was Gubrielle ? Once more let us seek her ; 
and once again we find her shining in the halls of lustwy — 
beneath the stately roof of pride — enveloped in the glisten- 
ing robes of splendor, and floating in the very atmosphere 
of wealth, hut not, as of old, in the unpretending cottage of 
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an artiste. Reposing on a velvet ooucli, with lofty dome 
above and stately statues round her, ive find her now llie 
mistress of Ravenaworth Castle. GabrlfUc, Countess of 
Ravensworth, ivc now must greet her. But O, how changed 1 
Her form is still as graceful, her brow is still as fair ; hut 
her eye has lost its lustre, and her cheek its rose. Her 
Bweet, glad voice now speaks in cold, imperious loae ; her 
buoyant step is stately, proud, and measured. 

The fitory of the change is quickly told. Wlien first she 
ported from her heart's young love, she watched for his ca- 
reer, and marked its rise with secret joy and pride. She 
heard his name and read lis mention in the joiinials of the 
lime witti honor, praise, and promotion ever associated j 
and in hw deep, wild passion, she strengthened herself 
by such accounts against the fulfilment of her pledge with 
Ravensworth. 

At length came the death tale, and with it came the story 
of the breach, the loss, the capture. Sick at heart, bend- 
ing beneath the blight that thus unexpectedly fell upon her, 
the Hounds of music became distasteful to her car, her pro- 
fession unendurable. The applause of the crowd seemed 
to mock her misery ; and to fly from herself, lier grief, and 
the odious thrall of strring a public with smiles and win- 
ning ways, whilst her secret heart was breaking, she deter- 
mined to withdraw irom public life, and seek sccluaioa to 
indulge her grief. Gahrielle fled from the world, but not 
from heraell'. Her grief pursued her ; with it too, ambition, 
the proud, deep craving for command and splendor, more 
restless in her solitude than in her grief. She did not find 
the halm within herself, and nothing but the world could 
drown the sorrow she could not kill. We only do her jus- 
tice when wc admit she did love Ernest ; and had tliat love 
had Bwaj, not been divided with the splendid world, but 
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centred on him alone, — liad she yielded to bis own and 
her heart's pleadings, marrii/d and not purled ivitli him, — 
tljdt love ivould have iinqucstionuibly triumphed over every 
minor and baser purpose. It teas divided, however. She 
thought not of Ilia danger, but only of the honorable name 
he might bestow upun hcT, She (bought not ivhethir he 
might ever return, hut only when he did, that he should 
bring her some better title than that of a beggar's wife. 
She contemplated what she deemed an immense sacrifice, 
when she proposed to rcHigu the earl, castles, station, and 
-wealth of Ravcnsivortli. The countess of this brief, sand- 
grain of life shone far more brightly to her fancy than the 
obscure wife fitting herself and partner for eternity. jViid 
BO she parted with her soldier -love, lost him, deplored him, 
sickened of the world, then sickened for it — and so be- 
came a counte.ss. 

And noiv. by tt revulsion common enough among the iiris- 
tocratlc *'))ar((ca" of European life, Oahrielle, after vowing 
at the altar to love, honor, and obey the man who bestowed 
on her title, wealth, and station, bated both bet lord and 
her surroundings. "Without the restraining grace of fixed 
and noble principles, to teach her grateful gentleness, even 
if she could not feign love, — with notliing more to gnin, 
and loss of liberty added to her loss of love, — she scornfully 
avowed her detestation of her hushand, and in open dcH- 
ance of his really jast indignation, set up the picture of her 
lover, whi.:h she had long concealed, and worshipped this 
among her sainls. 

It would be desecration to call the passion which Lord 
Ravensworth entertained for Gabrielle /oce. Yet passion 
it was — the one great passion of hiB life — with its dark 
shadow, jealousy. No change in her could touch him ; she 
was all life to liim ; and therefore hate — hate of the thing 
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that stood between, his love and her — this was the only 
thought that now possessed, him. 

Here is one of the pictures of a marriage contracted on 
any foundation except mutual affection, confidence, respect, 
and j;daptatiQi>. Allied lo her husband from none of these 
motives, GabricUc presented the shameful spectacle of a. 
Woman sold for hire; for such arc all women, married, 
hound up, either in the most holj', or the most loathsome 
and haselj- sensual of all associations, unless the tie he 
formed of nature's solemn compact, which joins for all eter- 
nity two souls — divideil halves — and makes them one. 

Amongst the numerous sinecm'es* which noblemen in 
England enjoy is the oftico of postmaster- general. At the 
time of which we write, this lucratiTe and onerous nothing- 
to-do ofB.ce was held hj' Lord Ravensworth. The name and 
rank of the lady he had married were, of course, a popular 
theme of comment ; and tberefore one of the numerous sub- 
ordinates belonging to the postal institution, whose duty it 
was to take charge of letters fur whom no owners could be 
found, humbly waited on his lordship one day with a letter, 
douhtless designed for her ladyship, the countess, and writ- 
ten by some blockhead who was Gothic enough not to have 
heard of her ladyship's marriage, since it was directed to 
" La Signorina Oabrielle," at the suburban retreat which in 
her maiden days she used to occupy. Carelessly taking the 
letter. Lord Ravensworth Iknnked the hearer, Glaucinj; at 

the postmark, and seeing that it came from L stadt, 

the scene of the Austrian and Hungarian opeiations. his 
lordship presented the bearer with a guinea, and the prom- 

■ " RlfiMUTe.'* A word pigniryin^ p pommlPRion to Aa nolhlng, or bnKI 
4n o^en -n-Lfta ni> iIiiIJpb tburcti nttarlied, BKf^pt to KL-elvp a tirg? snUry i 
Hfliiatlj tuppoiDd lo he a clplii^jitc wiy whi^^h Ibe Eng-linh untlDn Iijih of bc- 
Ftowing himdgniu'^ inconicH oq Itn nobility, aa n meiinB of dlBblUiiDg tha 
bCAV^ HurnA coJl4>ei£d In \x/ipt, on ibf tnmiiim, ffraitfiU people. 

17* 
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is^ of similar goId<?n lliuika for erny stmHar ntisiiTe. And 
maa^ came. Jlanf goMeii gBincu fosnd their war ints 
Ibe meiafTxgets pocket, and maaj I^lcn into )m )ord^!up's. 
Some biDct;). directed witb ha kmbfaip'i own band, (sat Aic 
trcrtlarf'g.) and marked ** private,'' fbond tbeir nav to the 
remote fortie»s, wh^re the poor impranisatore sin^ bis 
ftOng» to sileot stars and echmng anseb ; bnt not lo him 
ttey came. Tie governor read them, and Borely was he 
pcrplcied in doing bo. But of all the&e cpUtolarj Iransac- 
tiona Lady Ravens north, the party mo^I conctrtted, nai 
wisely kept in ignorance profoand. 

It iraa dasky, lovely twiUgbt. Witliin the castle walls 
the most profound stiDiiess reigned. A gay party had 
lately been assembled to honcFr the noble hospitality of the 
distinguished happi/ fonplc ; but the very sudden and 
alarming sickness of the coonlei^ had scattered the butter- 
flies like 2 Btorm. Thcf shook their plumes and fled from 
anfleiing not their oien, as from a pestilence. S^he lay 
alone. The earl wis going to town ; but ere he left, he 
knocked at the door of his wife's boudoir, and, obtaining 
permission to enter, dismissed her attendant, and stood 
gazing for some moments in perfect silence at the picture 
of mournful loveliness she presented. She was robed in 
spotless white, and lay extended on a silken conch. Her 
fair, golden curls shadowed her like a shining veil. Tho 
fiiint, last tinge of setting sunlight streamed through the 
Gothic windows, tinged with liieir gorgeoua-painled, many- 
colored hues. The splendid tapestry was drawn aside, and 
through the deep-set arches waging trees cast their deep 
shadows over the evening scene. Her perfect Grecian 
features looked like marble. Her violet eyes, witli deep 
black circles round them, gazed wistfully into the far, far 
distance, a land where spirit only could compass the wide 
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space. The ear! would have giveu bis life to hold her to 
hh heart, ami rail her " Love ; " but the cold gaze of acorn 
she turnerl on him hitlf froze him, and changed his feelings 
into a con'pspondiug channel with her own. 

" And so joiir ladyship has seen a spirit, I am told," he 
said, with cutting irony. " May 1 be bold to ask, madam, 
if it wore a Hungarian unifonn ? " 

"Edward," replied the lady, in a calm, low tone, from 
which all passion or scorn was excluded, adrlresaing him, 
too. by that name for the first time in many months — " Ed- 
ward ! on my aalvntion as a Christiau, last evening, st this 
very hour, in this very room and spot, as I lay here, not 
sleeping, nor disposed to sleep, there where you stand, 
there rose, il seemed ftom out the very ground, a pale and 
lovely woman. She neither looked at me nor did she 
speak : but walking to that table, opened, just where you 
see it, youdtT Bibk- ; stooppil over the book a while, and 
seemed to write ; then coming back, stood for a moment 
fiaod: then seemed to sink, just as she rose, and disap- 
peared. Her dress might have been a nun's, or truvidling 
pilgrim's, yet seemed to fall off from one of her fair ^boui- 
derB ; and, as she stooped, I saw ivhnt seemed to be a deep 
red stripe across it. Her head was bare ; her hair fell 
loosely round her in long, black curls. Now, Edward, look, 
^*bat book stands open ; its huge gold clasps, youiself have 
told me, have not been undone since, in your early child- 
hood, your father died. Look, too, at the writing. Mark 
it well, and tell me, is that fancy ? If not, who did it ? " 

Crossing the room, the earl, by the waning light, gazed 
steadfastly at the book. It W'as an iramense family Bible, 
with heavy clasps grown far too stiff and rusty by disuse 
lot the delicate fingers of his fair wife to open. He re- 
membered noticing this very book closed when he had 
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[irraing, 
[apfaiitian. 

■tM of 6u. Tlkete, on U>e open p*s^, he penemd 
MwMj mark* ia ink, vadenoxi^ the fbUoving lines froa 
[Ibe 12ll> chitpur ct Sc Lake: "For then u aotU^ 
eo««Ted that >haU not be rerealtd, neitbex liid th&t shall 
> mt be kaown." On the inar:^n, «I the tmi of thii p36- 
-t*ge, wa» written, in k fine, Cenmle hand, ine flin^ word 
" Beatrice." 

Without making a single connoent oa her tUay, the e«tl 

rttumcd to Ihc cqach, spoke a kn aSectionate words of 

mniag concerning h^ beaUh, and, promUing to be back 

mj MOn. — encooraged, it wonid seem, br bcr mbdved 

and (oftcncd manner, — he stooped and imprinted seretal 

, kiiMi on her cold, impassive face, ^^'hat moved him then, 

' none can ever lay ; but as he rose again, be drew oot hii 

I handkerchief, buried his face in its folds, and left the room. 

The lady lay in long and silent con temp] at ioq. The full 

moon ra«e at length, and, shining through the window, 

threw the shadonr of lis deep arches and diamond panes 

upon the 6oor ; and Cabrielle was soothed, as, idly tracing 

its fantastic reflectioos, she bi^gan counting the shimmering 

BquarcB — one, two, three . Whit breaks the image? 

The moonbeam gleams on something white and square ; it 
is a letter; my lord has surely dropped it. Quitting the 
coach. she takes it up and hastens to thebeil. It is sealed; 
it may be of consequence. He'll doubtless not be gone ; 
or if he is, BOmif groom must overtake him. Uer maid 
enters with a light, and, ere nhc speaks, the lady glances 
ut tho cover. A pause. Had this been on the stage, the 
Indy should have shivered, quivered, Gtioked her hair, or 
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puslied it back ; gone mad, and let it down ; or hugged 
ber maid, and told her all her sonowa. Gabriello did none 
of these, but, simply bidding the girl set dotvn the lamp 
and quit ber, locked the door, broke the seal, and read 
what follows : — 

" To lie Ooyemor of L atiuit Fortress. &o. 

" Sir : I cannot understand youi liesitation in the matter upon 
which we have correspondence. As I before explained to you, tho 
rascal whom they call Ernest Rossi wai one of a yile pack of men- 
dicant singers ; and, by dint of n handsome (ace and good voice, ha 
insinuated himself into the protection of a family, whom he plun- 
dered and otherwise basely wronged. To avoid the disigracc of an 
exposure, I got him drafted oS into a foilorn service in the hope of 
getting him killed out of the way. You tell me he is your prisoner, 
and generally believed to be dead. 'What, then, do jou lose in 
complying with my request ? Your cousin, Carl Kalozy, has had 
proof enough of my generosity in serving me in tliis very same 
matter; and know, if there be any magic to be feared in (he matter, 
the wretch could work it with more certainty whilst he hxa a hu- 
msn body to work wilh, than when he is a spirit — if, indeed, a 
man of your sen^ can believe in such bugbears, invented by idle 
priests to frighten inftants with. 

" Once mote, and thafwithout any paltering, 1 request you to give 
my messenger admission to the cell of your vocal captive, and h;t 
him deal tho blow your sopcrslition fears to strike. If the grant 
allotted to your cousin Kalozy be insufficient, my messenger is 
trusty, and has full power to deal with you to the full extent of 
your demands. Yours, &c., Ratekswoeih." 

Before that full moon waned, that very night, the count- 
ess .stood within her husband's library ; the doors were 
locked, a chisel on the table, and all around her open let- 
ters. These last were chiefly from Kalozy, full of com- 
plaints against the part assigned him, as executioner of 
the impfowisatore. Then a fresh packet, all addressed to 
Gabrielle. Thejr came from poor Augustine, the singer's 



iutUhl fricad : told of tb* plats dcaipMd •gainat his lift; 
)ui Ina*. sikI icaicb for him ; Us dMr race bcaid rccallmg 
hope and HTon; tiw peaunt^ tales in tfae dark casUe'i 
■dgbboclioad, bow MXDe poor uaiuac, cluiiied hy the 
dreaded gomnor. was krpt to sing his speHa, and BiimaoB 
spirits to work eachantmeiita at his captor's vilL These 
idle tales, connected wiUi the place and that remeinbered 
T<Hce, all testified hia dear, loat &ncst was a prifoner. 
This he had told his comrades ; but thej disbelieved hin, 
or thaat who heard the voice and lecagnizcd it, fearvd to 
attack the place, and were too poor to laiisom, bay, or 
bribe. AH this (he faithful soldier dalj told, and crsved 
poor Eraeil'a lore to send tbem money to aid their secret 
effwta. 

8lill mDming found the countess at her work. With 
dawn's first Etreak of gray she quitted it, closed uji the 
broken cabinet, tied up the letters, placed them within her 
bosom, then left the room ; reentered her boudoir, and sat 
down to TBijrK, Scarce had the dreadful whirl of giddy 
thought around her burning brain 5 helped itself iuto 
" Hmest," lliBU by her side a pale, sad woman stood, with 
■enred and naked shoulders, airy form, and one white 
cpectrs] finger pointing out the ominous verse, in the still 
opened book. One moment there — the nesi, the countess 
goied in ail at vacancy. 
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PovTER, wealth, rank, talent ; modem spiritualism, mea- 

merism, and mediurasbip — aU instruments of mighly 
potKiicj — for what! Just what you use them for; no 
more. Mere tools to carve out poww, they each are roots 
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of every evil, or nil ore seeds of pood, just in proportion to 
the ground they are aown in, or training they are subjected 
to. And BO Lody Kovensworth discovered — as first with 
her tank and poiviT she commanded service, and next ivilh 
her wealth secured it, Not many days had elapsed since 
the Earl of Ravens worth's departure from bis home, and 
mal-apropos neglect in dropping the very letter he designed 
to confide to bia accommodtiliiig post office subordinate, in 
bis wife's apnrtment, ere the lady had turned the diacovery 
it afforded her to very prompt and efficacious uses. First 
■he despatched certain trusty messengers to the war office, 
with various missives to different persons from whom she 
espectf d aid in case her other meosui'es failed her. She 
next seat still more trusty persons to the scene of Ernest's 
captivity ; some of whom she pluced under the direction 
of hia friend Augustine, and others she equipped with let- 
ters and means to procure all the addilional force (should 
that be needed) which she concBived the case demanded. 
To the gentleman whom Lord Ravensworth designed to 
honor with the choice epistle quoted in our last chnptrr, 
the countess wrote, in brief but pcrcinptory tone, and in 
her own name, demanding the instant release of the cnp- 
fivo in return for a large sum which she tendered as ran- 
som. She knew this man was Kalozy's cousin, and, 
gathering from the correspondence she bad so daringly 
broken into, that her husband bad promised a grant of 
land, which he had been about lo confer on the dead 
KaloKy for the governor's service as esecutioner to his 
captive, she boldly confirmed this promise as the result of 
his iinmcdiate liberation; adding that as Lord Rateits- 
worLh was dead, the governor's only chance of securing 
the ransom and the grant was by his compliance with her 
will. Should he refuse, " a thousand English yeomen, her 
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ladyship's own tenantry, and bound to do lier [vlcHBure, 
sliould bring her messajte to his castle walls in fire and 
Bword, and stem old EnglJah Tcnseance." 

Lady Havensworth was rich, and by her husband's gen- 
erosity had been most nobly dowered ; but to raise all the 
money for whieh she iiad immediate need she had been 
obliged to send Ibr men of business, and in;Lkti sudden and 
enormous sacrifices of much of her private means. Eut 
what WHS this to her now ? Ernest was living and a pris- 
oner ; if husband, title, land, and n-ealth could buy his 
life, what were they to her ? Ay, indeed, Ernest waa 
living ! Had she known this, the empire of the world 
■would not have tempted iier to wed another. Ernest liv- 
ing, and she another's wife! — made so by fraud, deceit, 
and stratagem. 

At first she only thought of him ahve, on earth, breath- 
ing the air with her, a tenant of the same world. To free 
him, save him, bring him to her home, — to see him, hear 
his voice, — this was enough. Then came the hideous 
thought — lost to her, or rather she to him — and how? 
By the contrivance of her lord, her husband, and hin would- 
be murderer. Yes ; whilst he, her love — the idol of her 
soul, the darling ideal of her wildest fancy — had been 
languishing in unimaginable misery in prison, she who had 
sent him forth, and sacrificed him to her wild ambition, 
she had lain within his murderer's arms, and clasped, day 
by day, the very hand that was ivriting plots to slay hrr 
darling. 0, horrible, inhuman wretch ! Her husband ! 
He who had dared to steal her by false talcs from Ernest, 
and then pollute her' existence by the daily breath of 
murder. Murder ! Ay, what was murder? Not good 
enough for him — the haled foe of Ernest, And yet, 
"would he Kere dead T' What should she do? How 
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brave hie dreadful wralli ? The whole diaeovcry of what 
she had ilunc — his cabinet destroyed, it* eonttiils riflpd, 
Lis dark plots all diBcovered — - one of her own estates, a 
marriage dnwer, recklessly traded away to procure money 
to buy her lover's freedom — this for herself was nothing ; 
wimt would fte say? The world, the sneering world — 
what if she told the tale ? Who would believe het ? Or 
those that did would litugh, scorn, or, waist of all, but 
pity her. 

" O that he were dead ! " Could hate but kill I Ernest 
free, too; 0, what joy and blessing I And yet, Ernest 
free, and she his would-be murderer's wife — how should 
she meet him : Worse, worse than all, how could she live 
without him ? Should she fly to him ? What, and leave 
the coward foe triumpliaiit over hsr and hor disgriice ! Yes, 
disgrace, contempt; aiid he, the wretch, go free. Could 
she not be rovengetl ? Her blighted lifp, her ruined hap- 
piness, and much wronged love — should all, all faE on her, 
and none on him f "0 that he were dead !" dead, cold, 
andstiH'; laid deep within the ground, or sunk below the 
wave ! Would that the sea would drown him ! 

In seven more days he would return from Paris. And as 
ahe sat upon the dreary rocks that sltetched away beneath 
her castle walb, and stared in almost mad despair upon the 
boiling wnvea that beat against their iron aides, she wished 
that they were living creatures, would hear her pleading 
cry, and drown him — heat him into pieces — rid her of 
him. O, would not somethiag aid her? The rushing 
winds — they, in their fury, had slain full many a hapleaa 
wretch ; why would they not kill him ? The flying light- 
nings would strike doivn happy husbands, good fathers, 
gentle friends ; would they not have pity on her, and kill 
her hateful foe ? 

IS 
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With curious ironder she would trace Ihe falling masses 
of some giant rock torn bj the miinir'fi powder from its old, 
primeval bed, and speculate upon, a crushed and mangled 
form beneath, so it might be her hiisband's. Somelimea 
she would picture a carriage plunging over a precipice her 
very soul would shrink to dream of. Shrink ? not she ; 
sbc would trace its downward crash — down, down, lower, 
lower yet — tumbling over and over; while in secret joy 
she saw its pale, dead inmate, all crushed and torn, dead 

— dead ! that he were dead ! The aasaasia'a knife, or 
poiaon by mistake — ah, yes, such things had been before. 
Age after age, good men hod died — torn, bruised, drowned, 
poisoned, every way they had died, — why should not had 
ones die ? And one, too, every way abhorrent in her path 

— that path ail clogged with ruin, if lie lived. 

Slie had acted wilh such open desperation that now she 
had no retreat. He must no/, cannot Hue. Somelliiiig 
Kill kill him. Ay, but what? In thought, at least, that 
something might be murder ; for she had murdered him in 
thought and wish a thousand, thousand times. And noiv, 
when doleful winds si(5lied "murder" in her ear, the 
thought embodied in this awfu! word seemed hateful. She 
almost shrieked and started from herself — ran o%'er rocUs 
and woods to fly from eelf. And \vhen at last she sat ber 
down, oppressed and out of breath, beneath the shadow of 
the ivied tower, no sooner was she composed, than once 
again she wished that he was there, and that the tower 
might fall and crush him ; she would look on, gaze on his 
mangled frrm, and moVTR for Lira. The world would 
sympathize and honor the noble widow, and all lior woes 
would end. And Ernest — he would come; and she — 
but hark ! The deep bells chime eleven. She counts the 
beats. Tlie iast one soiinda out "' murder." She slccpB ; 
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and every galicry is dark in midniglit's sombre robe. Be- 
neath each marble form and ghoslly bust a sbapelcBs some- 
thing seems to lurk, wfvitiag a signal to creep forth, anil 
do a deed she cannot name, and yet she knows 'tis " mur- 
der." And all these galleries are full of things waiting 
for her hiisbanc]. Sho starts, and wakes. The cold moon- 
beam, ivith pallid fingers, writes upon the window, " Mur- 
der." She turns and turns the long and weary night — 
the night — the ages in one night. Sure it must he many 
long years, that dreary, livelong night ; for how many old 
and bygone histories she recalls of wretched ladies forced 
by fate on crime — the liapless Cenci'a dark and fearful 
mystery — the dreadful Borgias, and even the Hebrew 
Judith; ay, it was a noble deed — a brave, fair woman 
ridding the earth of monsters, not fit to live. Now she 
ia in France beside the fair Brinvilliers ; how skilfully she 
knew the trade of poisoEing! It was world-wide, the 
knowledge how to let life out, and yet she, this wretched 
wife, so wronged, with a serpent in her way ao dire they 
could not both live — one must kill the other; site knew 
nought of poisoning. 

Thank God, it was morning. Last bitter night she had 
prayed for darkness ; now she longed for light. Another 
hour and she would say, " Would God it were night ! " 
O, miserable lady ! Hark ! The skylark sounds its matin 
in the sky; the small birds tivitter, and the thrush awakes. 
Alas, they all cry, *' Murder, murder ! " By day or night 
some phantom In her esrs holloes in ocean's roai or booms 
in thunder, howls in the winds or murmurs in the breeze, 
chants in the voice of birds or sighs iu flowers — " Mur- 
der, murder.' " Nothing else but murder." 

Had you asked Iicr why she tliought of murder, she would 
have turned on you a piteous glance, and told you of evil 
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splriu tempting licT, ftnd turning all things to murder. 
Hlie herBplf, slie'd tell you, '• would not hurt a fly," or 
take the life of the GmiUent thing that [nreathcd ; but 
tomethmg, like a presence dodging round her, forever 
whiipercd to her, "Death to Bnvensworlli." She never 
thought of Iiim except as djiog, slain, destroyed by some- 
tbiag. And thongh the thought came startling to her 
mind — mwt horrible and full of shuddering — yet come 
it leottM unbidden, ever there. Tlic air spoke of it ; ber 
life, pant, future, present, ail seemed made for this one end 
— she must be wife to Ravensworth the murdered. At 
first the dreadful phantom seemed to grow out of her dcs- 
pi>rate condition. After a while, seeming familiar as a 
household thing, it became no longer an effect, a necessity, 
butya'e. She hmw the thought, and now no longer feared 
It. 8he said 'twas "fate ;" and all the voices sounding in 
her car — her every thought centred on deeds of murder. 
The coming tragedy rehearsed, first in wishes, then in 
pOKHibililic:) made familiar in unnumbered precedents, and 
afterwards reflected on in divers expedients, at last assumed 
to her the shape of '-faLc ; " and that which, step by step, 
she'd made and fashioned, she now believed was deslhij/ 
immulahle. 

We know we're tempted ; bear the whisperers, and 
recognize the strong, red, spirit hands that lead us on to 
crime ; the pointing finger, the gliding footprints. The 
world ia full of precedents, the air with impulses, society 
with men and spirit tempters ; but what invites them ? 
Is it not oursflvea ? What attracts them ? Some like sin 
ia vs. If they point the way, who follows r If they sug- 
■gest the deed, who acts it out ? Is prompting action ? If 
BO, why does the penalty fall upon tlie actor r If we com- 
plain we sin "because another tempts, then who has the 
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Tnerit of victorj' when we resist, the tompter ? TLlnk you 
our God abondona us to the dark uiid evil prompter on the 
left ? la there no white-robed angel on the right, stretch- 
ing out a hand aa strong ? pointing, with footprints quite 
as deep, a better way, and whispering "conquer" in a 
tone aa loud? We say we're virtuous, strong, triumphant, 
when we conquer sin ; nor do we ever think of robing 
nur better angel in our plumcB of victory ; but when we 
fall, «'c'rc riclims to our falc, " controlled by evil spirits," 
Bubjecta merely of tiieir all-ruling power. When another 
bears the penalty of our ill decda, or another wc^ara the 
trophiea of our good, — when happiness or misery, life or 
death, can be endured for us by proxy, — then may we soy, 
"A tempter made mc sin," or else, " My better angel would 
not lot me.'' 

Wretched Gahrielle ! She thought a crime, then wished 
it. Her Etronp, bnd thought called up a thousand strong, 
bad Bouls around her. These pictured thruugh all hei- na- 
tnre her own foul wish ; but let it be remembered, 'tiras 
her wish. She made the substance, they but reproduced 
its shadow. Hers was the voice that ficst produced the 
red word " murder." The thousand voices that sho heard 
around were only echoes. 

Seven days were over ; still he camo not. Did she re- 
joice at this, and wish, and pray that he might not come 
yet ? Something might detain him — perhaps his guar- 
dian angel, in mercy to his now fast flickering life. And 
where was hers ? Close by her aide, or hanging round his 
way, whispering in her ear, " Mercy, forbearflnce ;" in his, 
" Beware." 

So he lingered, and so she had time ; and yet she 
feared, hut only that he would not come. Many weeks 
rolled on. Prom time to time she heard of llavensworth ; 
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But again the loathing soul of Gabriellc tespondedi — 
" Ernest ! " 

Amidst the pale moonlight wave the laurel trees ; clase 
and thick they grow, polished, cold, and Rloomy aa Plato's 
ApadcTiiic groves of old. Crouching amidst their shadow, 
inhaling the fuinl hut bnleful aroma they send forth, stenls 
(he closelj- shrouded fonn of Oabriello. Three months of 
study in the hideous school of poisoning had taught her 
how to weave the amaranthine wreath of immortaUty more 
jiirt-ly out of laurels gathered at moonlight, distilled in mid- 
night dews, drank fresh and ftatiag, than victory's red arm, 
or death ill battle, had ever done for warriors. 

The will onee formed, the ii'ay was soon made plain ; 
and now she standi triumphant in her studio, pale as a 
Pythoness, before her laurels, putting the dreadful science 
she had studii'd into practice. 

'Tis midntftlit of the gecond day since Rovensworth re- 
tamed. Coldly reserved, but studiously culm, the unhappy 
pair had met, conversed, and even laughed together. His 
lordship had been engrossed by receiving visits from his 
stewards, bailiQs, and mpn of business. As yet no one 
had come to tell tke lah the knew nf. The cvU hour, and 
with it the full disclosure, (at least as she thought,) was 
yet postponed. 

At night, before they separated, they walked together 
on the terrace that aurroimded the castle. The night- 
ingale sang her liquid notes of unimaginable tendernesa in 
the thick groves of myrtles. The silent stars and gracious 
moon looked down in softened light upon a far extended 
landscBpo of wondrous, varied beauty. The breath of rose 
and orange blossom perfumed the tranquil air. Tlipre 
stood the noble caslle full of gema of art, wealth, powrr, 
and every attribute, to bless its owner and scatter blessings 
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ffyee, and wept. Along the noble corridor they pass. Now 
pausing at her chamber door, the earl slill holds her hand. 
With courtly grace he raises it to his lips. 

" Cruel lady, if we needs must part, good night." 

" Good night, my lord ; lo-night we needs must part," 
the I;niy slightly murmurs ; then, passing within her cham- 
ber, ndda, " MuMt piirt to meet no more," 

From the deepest and must tlreamless slumber that had 
ever sealed up his eyes. Lord ItuvenswoTth suddenly awoke 
just as the castle clock was sounding two. "I'was yet quite 
dark, and at first he felt impressed that the deep-mouthed 
time-teller had awaked him ; yet sleep on tlic inslant 
seemed as effectually banished from his ej'es, as if it were 
broad daylight. He could not distinguish the actual eoa- 
tact of any substance, and yet neither could he divest him- 
self of the feeling that a strong arm was holding him forci- 
hly down, and a heavy hand was on his lips. He saw 
nothing, though the moon's rays shone full into the room. 
He felt nothing sensuously, i/el every thing seiixatioiinllij ; 
and thus it was thai, with tycs hidf closed, anil seemingly 
fixed as by a vice of iron, he beheld the door of his dress- 
ing room (which was the only private means of communi- 
cation with Lady Ravonsworth's apartments) very cnii- 
tioualy and noiselessly opened, whilst Gubrielle herself, in 
a loose robe, crept into the room, and stealthily as a spirit 
glided to the side of the lied. 

Arrested by tlie same trance-like yet conscious power 
that bound his form but left perception free, the earl 
neither spoke nor moved. And yet he felt, and partially 
beheld her stoop over him, listen to his breathing, pass her 
hand before his ej-es to try if they would open ; then lie, 
with sidelong glance, beheld her, as rapidly as thought, 
take up the night glass standing on his table, and for the 
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{^•M eonUiacag dew odU wabr. wind) it waa iSa cnton 
to vwaQow emr ■"■"■■y oa fint avakesinit. (olutitDte 
site wfaidt, lie bad tccn &aai the fint, dw eairicd in b«r 
fcand. Thn done, tlie vtedthjr ^nre movtd awa;, g^nlly 
drcir back the door, and wotJd haTe paaacd ; but no — 
tbc IpcU TBS brokm. A hand was on hei tliouUer — a 
lusd of iron. Bock it diagged her into ihe room stie tad 
kft, ihot the dividing door and locked it, held her in hi 
•incwy strength tiS other doors were locked, then bore her 
(o the bed, placed licr upon it, and then released her. And 
there the aat, white and silent as the grave, whilst hefose 
her *(ood Lord RaTensworth, pale as herself, but nlent 
BOW BO longer. 

Taking the glaii which the had suhzliiaUd, he held it 
to her lip*, and aimpl; pronounced the lingle word — 
•' Drink ! "" But one word ; but O, what a world of dci- 
tioft detpair, and agony huBg on that word, again sod 
sgMB repeated ! Ilcr pleading look, her wild and haggard 
eyes, her white and speechless lipa, all, slai ! bore th^r 
fatal tcsliinony to her guilt, but only added point to the 
dvcp and unilincbtDg purpose with which he echoed again, 
and jrot a^^in, — 

'■ Drink I deeper yet, my lady ! Pledge thy lord even to 
the very ilreg» ; drink deep ! drink all ! " 

*■ Kilward, Edward ! mercy 

The shrinking victim 'a now upon her hnccs, the half 
unllniiihcd draught witlun her hand. 

"Driiikl" shouted the earL "Drain the glass to 
Ernest ! " 

" To Ernest I " gasped the countess, and set the glass 
down empty. 

Onto inoro the Lord of Ravensworlh led his lady through 
tho noble corridor where three hours earlier they'd parted. 
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Once more before her chamber door he paused ; and once 
again, but now in aolemn mockery, he stooped and kissed 
her hand. 

" Furewell, my gentle lady love," he said. " When we 
meet, 'twill be " 

"In judgment, Edward; and may God hsTe mercy on 
our guilty houIb 1 " 

ClIAfIBB VII, 



'Tw&s cold, grny roomiDg ; the dawn of such a day ua 
Beema to wrap itself within the ahroud of night, hiding 
tbe warm sun in ita stony bosom, and to creep through 
time arrayed in the gray panoply of mourning for the de- 
parted stars. Lord Ravensworth was up by earliest streak 
of dawn. Till near midday he paced the long galleries of 
hig splendid dwelling, uncertain what to do or where to 
go. Fifty times he had asked for Lady Raveiwworth. 
They told him she was ill, — not alarmingly ao ; no loech 
was sent for. She was simply " indisposed," — could not 
be seen. He did not ask to see her ; yet, with a strange 
and morbid curiosity, he kept on questioning how she was, 
;nd why she did not come abroad. At length ho said 
" he'd go." 

His valet aaked him where. 

He oould not tell. " Pack up some things." 

" For how long a time, my lord ? " 

He did not know. 

"The carriage ? post horses? stage coach? What 
would his lordship choose ? " 

"Any thing — something! A horse; the fleetest one 
in all the stud ! A valise — no more ; no groom, no 
valet, I must be alone." 
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Hf^uvAj MxtHv OMKIM bad inicrrriied sae^ tiic- tvn 
^xtjok* tiitu pr««Mit«<d were «aefa takra frtna EIc : bat 
what « wmdxinta ciuwre betwcMi tbem ! Tiie Iook, white 
drxf^irf <>f tilt! oanteM'i morotng tube fell like £ slnood 
w'fQA'l tver, y*4, wkite as it was, contnMcd painfeBT with 
ttic Uri4 uih-huft of her akin. The bride'i round, irary 
hni>«, tfOir tbin arid blue ; the soil, pink band, now waxen 
Mill traiuifiar'mt ; the sunn; curlx, each twined with onnge 
t>]<r»»'fnui, im'iifth, silky, and distinct in their golden order, 
tiuw liuii^ in lonf;, dishevelled, waving thread* of auburn, 
llic- [fi'rtur<: of neglect ; the sunken cheek, wan brow, and 
livid lijfs ; tho h(:iivy eyes, with deep, black halos round 
lliern ; — all Iheiii! made up a temple guesting the very 
({':(iius (if ditr.ay and ruin. But even this was more tolcr- 
tilil': than the deep thrill of anguish and despair that sent 
ilK nhiirdit vihrating through those feature* as she herself 
gutuil on thu wreck. 
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*' If he bIjoiiH come in time he will not know me," she 
rourmured ; then, sighing deeplj-, turned Bnd paced the 
room. What ahe thought of, none could say. She spoke 
not ; never raised her eyes from off the ground, nor ceased 
her dreary walk for two long hours. She sometimes 
sobbed, but never shed a tear. Sometimes the raemories 
that crowded round her seemed to wreathe themselves in 
shapes whicli floated like ti misty crown upon hnr brain. 
First came the village school room, with its open door, 
and 3\inny green beyond, and rosy, happy faces peeping 
through; the kind old schoolma'am's gentle "well done, 
child ; " the little heart leaping at tlie well-won prize ; 
the merry play, and boisterous, fjleesome laugh ; the romp, 
the swii^, the dear companion's secrets ; in elder days, 
the first triumphant throb when wondering masters praised 
the melting voice, and pictured scenes of world -admiring 
crowds. And 0, the glorious days of Roma and Florence ! 
the sunny skies, the classic scenes of study ; companion- 
ship with Beethoven, Mozart, and Ilaydn ; the flood of 
inspLratioQ pouring in strains of self-made melody upon 
her soul, wafting her, saint-like, to the choiring skies ; 
the proud, triumphant empire of La Scala, crowning her, 
queen-like, with the earth's ovation. Her gentle mother's 
fond, encircling arms ; her tender voice of warning and her 
anxious care ; the holy prayer to Virgin Mother whispered 
" Ora pro nobis," morn and eventide. And now she 
floated on Venetian streams, or sailed in gay companion- 
ship in wide, blue Naples' bay ; once more she heard the 
gondolier's sweet chant, or plaintive vespers filled the 
twilight's gloom ; and now she lay in sweet, luiiu-Jous 
stillness, hcn.eatli the white rose's fragrant shade, once 
more in her sweet Bromplon home. Home, home '. Ujat 
blessed home ! that sweet and peaceful spot, that lovely 
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home, where never care, or sin, or suffering came, and 

where she first saw Emeat 1 

Here we drop the veiL Let no hnmaa eye beliold the 

writhiiigs of that suSeriog face, the torture of that soul 
torn from its moorings, and cai^t upon the sen of wildest 
passion, without the pilot, principle, oi captain of all sal- 
vation, God, to trust in, — passion, adoration for her 
human idol, generous hut fervid impulses, her only guides. 

They had trained her in the gorgeous Roman church. 
Imagination, senses, taste, all these drank in their fill. 
But Gabrielle unhappily had a mind, a wide and deep 
capacity to think. When thought, directed by her clear 
and lucid reason, strove to find, amidst the incenae, thrill- 
ing tones and eights of beauty, aught of reality or truth to 
rest on, she lost her way in falsehood, doubt, and incon- 
sistency. In deep bewilderment she questioned, " What 
is truth ? " 

Her priest responded, " Daughter, what I tell you," 

Her strong, clear mind suggested, " But God's works — " 

The priest replied, "Are all profane until I consecrate 
them." 

" Alas ! " the votary murmured, " my wandering thoughts 
still will reach forth in search of evidence," 

'• Give them to me," the churchman atill insists. " Satan 
tempts men to think. Who dares to ask for evidence of 
what the sacred church tenches, or says, or does ? Of all 
the snares the evil one has laid, nothing is half so dan- 
gerous as reason. Tliink, and you doubt ; doubt, and 
you are lost, unless you buy your soul back with your for- 
tune. Nothing in heaven is half bo dear, or costs so much 
to save, as soids who dare to exercise their reason." 

And now the wretched lady found that reason's voice 
had drowned the priest's. God's work is at odds with 
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That men call "his word." She had no knowledge, 
therefore no belief. Shs kaeio sht had seen a spirit ; so 
she knew that she, a spirit, must survive the grave. But 
what or where that world was, where her spirit fast was 
tending, only the dreadful tales of fear and supErstition 
shiidowed forth ; and now, whea her deapairing feet were 
pressing to it, horror and chill dread dogged every foot- 
print. 

Hour after hour elapsed alone. O, 'twas agony to be 
alone I She could not bear it. Why did no one come ? 
She would call her maid; but no, — her cold and ^in- 
impaBsioned face would bring no comfort to her aching 
heart — aching for love, for pity, for some cheering bosom, 
where she might sob her ebbing life away. 

At last a footstep hastens to her door. It opens, anil — 
joy ! her mother's arms enclose her. 

The reader will not have fargotttn Gabrielle'a adopted 
mother, Mrs. Martin. This good and truthful friend was 
cognisant of her daughter's petulant and wayward fancies. 
She knew how she loved Ernest ; how she disliked Lord 
llavensworth. With the unsophisticated idea (chiefly pro- 
mulgated by very old fashioned persons or very pure and 
strait-laced spirits) that marriage should be the union of 
two congenial souls, separated in their birth, but twin in 
their natures, and destined to grow into one life, in all 
eternity, good Mrs. Martin had firmly opposed the mar- 
riage of expediency with the earl. 

Shocked by her daughter's violation of one of her strong- 
est principles, they parted on the eve of the fatal wedding 
day. This was their next meeting. 

By enrly dawn that day two fiery riders had issued from 
the castle gatea ; the wretched lady knew her doom, and 
these expresses had gone forth to summon to her side hot 
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diitdhood'i carlieat friend, and <ne who, slie ilresdy ] 
«U on hii waj to kc her — tbe captive vhom bo' ge»- 
erouB care bad freed, tti* £iithful Mend AngnMuc bad 
charge aad ample fiitida U> bring him bi«k. 

" Whateter he kncir about her was enough,'' gb« laid. 
"TcU him nothing — neither whom be'U aee, nor wbcie 
be'll cmne.'' 

Augustine had written that tbe poor prisoner, tortured 
abnoxt to madness by his savage captors, — starved, 
bruised, and beaten, — subject to such wtoaga as wreck 
the teases, and curdle up the bh>od, — had lost bia mem- 
ory. sptrit8, health, and youth. He had never heard of 
her marriage, and hU lender friend bad not found courags 
(•o he wrote) to tell him. 

" Be silent, tben," the couateas wrote in turn. " Per- 
haps." in thought, she added, " when he retarua I mag bs 
fret again." 

Evening at last. The sinking sun is setting fat away 
over the tran<^uil sea. 

" Mother," munnured the dying lady, raising ber head 
6om off ber now damp pillow, "every golden cloud is 
printed with the floecy words of glory, ' I will return.' 
O, will our Rpirits come, like setting suns, on eeich to- 
morrow of eternity ? " 

" Gabtiellc, my only darling, pity me. I know there's 
HomBthing dreadful in this sickness. You say 'ti& nothing; 
yet your limbs have been these many hours quivering with 
racking pain, and your face — 0, what signs of agony it 
tells ! — and hark, that sound again 1 Virgin Mother, 
Bbield us ! " 

Yes, there it was, distinct and clear — three loud yet 
rauflled knocks beat on the panel directly above tbe couch 
whereon the couateas lay. 
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" 'Tia nothing, mother ; Tm used to !t now," replied 
Gttbrielle, with perfect inditTfrence. 

True, she was used to it. Ever since the night when 
the misty form had stood heside the Bible, and witii no 
human finger inscribed its page with written words, the 
eoTinds that nowso startled Mrs. Martin, had rnng in gal- 
lery, and hall, and salon. Wherever the countess appeared 
the knocka were heard. At first they onl}r excited outi- 
osity ; at length they provoked investigntion ; but when 
no Bcrutiny could detect the cause, and still the invisible 
hammers seemed to dog the steps of the changed and 
miserable lady, who sternly reproved the servants for their 
idle fears, and yet herself tendered no explanation, the 
doiJiastics one by one dropjied off. On some excuse or 
Other, all the old castla servants shrank away, whilst 
others, who took IJieir places, fearfully wliispered tales of 
tt ahadowT form — a woman pal? and wan, with one bare 
shoulder striped with livid marka, who floated through the 
corridors and halls in misty twilight hour. The fearful 
grooms declared at dead of night n woman's walling shriek 
would wake them np, while all could hear and testify lo 
sounds like muffled feet or gloved metallic hand, knocking 
around the mournful countess's way. 

Poor Mrs. Martin heard these tales with wonder, long 
ere her anxious eyes beheld her daughter; hut when, at 
last, what she had deemed but idle superstition met with 
its confirmation in the unexplained and warning sounds, 
her very soul within her shrank aghast. 

In many an old weird mansion in difierent parts of 
Europe, such sounds as these, and many others which the 
severest scrutiny has been unable to identify with any 
human agency, are often heard. 

In houses highly charged with the magnetic force of 
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Ui tend for medical ud. The eanaea fix her •afferiag, aa 
' MaWd b]P OabrieOe, were plaonble ; but her icsolve to biTe 
no aid, inflexible. Aa ercning advanced, her featlesaneu, 
and Ibe hidcoiu action of apaHinodic pains across her liiid 
fac«, K'caniQ more and more diatiesaing. To all her moth- 
ar** urKunt nppaab, bowever, ake nrnflj replied the waa 



OS TOBN LEAVES FBOK LIFE HISTORY. 



S23 



waiting for aome one. He was coming soon — verj' aooa ; 
and tiien ahe should be quite well. 

And yet he came not. From couch to door, from door 
to window, witli eager, listening ear and wistful eyes, the 
poor watcher traversed lier chnmber in unavailing expec- 
tancy. At length a sudden calm seemed to steal over her; 
the incessant restlessness of her wearied frame yielded to 
a tranquil, passive air. She lay extended npon a pile of 
cushions wliich commanded a view of the long galletj" 
which led to her apartment. Suddenly the beams of the 
moon, streaming in many-colored hues through (he painted 
Gothic windows, seemed to augment into the softly minty 
light of an autumn evening. Every object in the chamber, 
and even the dim colors on the grim old portraits, that in 
gloomy rows adorned the long gallery, all seemed to stand 
out as in daylight's bold relief; while clear as the vesper 
bell, sounding across a far, far distant lake, strains of deli- 
cious music, rising and falling in alternate cadence of strong 
and martial measure, came floating in waves of Boimd down 
the long corridor. 

Gabrielle and Mrs. Martin felt no less than heard its 
glorious echoes ; whilst, long years after, the vdlngers and 
distant herdsmen told how, on that night, for many miles 
around, domestics, all within the castle's range, heard " the 
phantom music," calling the sou! of Gabrielle awny. At 
first, in low and wailing notes it stole, like the lament of 
some unquiet spirit, throughout the caatle halb. But 
louder stiU it grew, now swelling, pealing through arch 
and corridor in mighty diapason, until the very tones of 
different iuatruments seemed to ring out, as trom a vast 
orchestra. There was the rolling thunder of the organ, 
the wild harp's ringing peal, the soUan'9 plaintive sigh, 
the fiery trumpet, and the mournful horn ; a thousand soft. 
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Tn^lodious flutes, like trickling streamii upheld the bird-liks 
treble ; whilst ever nad anon, the muffled drum with awful 
beat precise, the rolling kettle, and the crashing cytnbala, 
kept time to sounds like tnunping of a rast but viewless 
army. Nearer now tfcey come. The dull, deep beat of 
falling feet — 'tis in the holt — it marches up ihe stairs. 
It comes — it comes 1 Louder, and yet more loud, the 
music swcUs to thunder ! The unseen mass must be the 
disembodied soula of every age since Time began his 
course, so vast the rush and strong the footfalls sound. 
And now the chant of thousand, thousand voices swell' 
ing, in rich, majestic choral tones, joins in the thunder- 
ing crash. 

Upspringing from her couch, as through the air the 
mighty hallebijah sounds, Gabrielle, with frantic gestures 
and wild, distended eyes, cried, "I, see them now! the 
glorious, ehining band ! Led bj the giant Handel, on they 
come. Welcome, great masters of the ■world of song ! All 
bail, most noble Haydn, sweet Mozart, Gluck, Cberubini, 
Purcell, Arne, Porpora! 0, what long array of souls di- 
vine, lit with immortal fire from heaven itself ! Beetho- 
ven, too ! O, let me kneel to thee, thou first and last of 
all the sons of song ! Angels have spun thy soul from 
strings of music, and wove thy brain from oul the threads 
of melody. Divine one, art thou come to take me homo ? 
— me, thy poor worshipper on earth ? O, let me be thy 
child in paradise ! " 

The pageant passed, or seemed to pass, from her whose 
eyes alone of all the awe-struck listeners, whose ears that 
night drank in those sounds unearthly, with mortal gaze 
beheld them. To Mrs. Martin, indeed, it seemed as if the 
air of the music-haunted corridor was specked with glan- 
cing lights ; nnil sometimes even the streams of thresd->like 
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phonphorescent haze extended to the shapo of a lia^y Im- 
man form, uplifting high somu wild fantastic instnimcnt. 
But even tliis, like Gabrielle's elrange ravings, uhe attrib- 
uted to the bewildering influence of fear, yet rapture, which 
the mysterious music wrapped all in who heard its aolemn 
cadence. When at length, even to her ear, the lurit vi- 
brating echoeB of the music seemed to die auay in utter 
vacant silence, she attempted to rouse her apparently en. 
tranced chiirge. Still site listened. Either her fine ear 
still drank in the music, or another sound had magnetized 
her powers. 

" Hark, mother, hark I 'Tis carriage wheels. Do you 
not hear them ? Now they cross the ford. Haste, haste, 
O, haste ! A long mile intervenes. O, haste ! They call 
me home." 

For full ten minutes, rigid, as cold as marble, the lis- 
tening lady sat. To Mrs. Martin the atiliness waa intense. 
Yet she, the seeresa and elairaudicnt, heard; for with bent 
ear she sat, untO her heart-throbs marked the fleeting 
seconds. 

To Mrs. Martin's joy she recognized at last, indeed, the 
very distant rumbling of some wheels. Nearer it came — 
it sounded in the court — some one alights — a stir — the 
sound of voices — now footsteps — yes, it is the ascent of 
footsteps, human feel, upon the marble stair. Nearer, 
nearer yet ; hastily they come, like messengers of speed. 
They're in the gallery, upon the threshold — enter. Then, 
and not till then, the rigid lady moves. With one wild 
scream of joy she rushes forward, and Ernest Hos.si clasps 
her in his arms. 

For a few, a very few brief minutes in her mortal life, 
the wretched lady lived an ago in heaven. She forgot her 
husband, name, and title — all. The presence of that one 
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beloved, redeemed by her, free and alive, and in her honf 
of anpuisb, — this ivas the une pearl in bor eup of life that 
sweetened all the dark and bitter draught, and made it 
an eternity of compensation. With fond, wild tender- 
ness, she gaKed upon him, parted the damp curls on his 
livid brow, passed her cold fingers sadly over bis wan 
and faded cheek, gazed in hia anxious eyes, until her 
own looked in his very sovl, and stamped there all the 
story of her love, her frailty, pride, ambition, guilt, and 
remorse. Then, winding her cold arms uround his neck, 
Khe laid her weary head upon bis shoulder tenderly, and 
silently aa night passed through the portals of the land 
of souls. 

'Tis midnight. Still as death the landscape aeema. 
Hills, rocks, and rivers, even the babbling brooks, seem 
locked in sleep. The moonbeams dream upon the lode 
hill-side ; the stars arc sleeping in tbc glittcrini; sky ; tlic 
silent dell is full of dreaming flowers, whose colored cups 
Me closed in balmy sleep. In all that wide and solemn 
scene of stillness, one only watcher breaks the charmed 
spell. Now be moves ' swiftly across the mountain top; 
now he climbs down rugged, wild ravines, seemingly for 
no other piurpose than to pace the gorge's depth, nod climb 
the hill again ; anon his restless step is turned across the 
moor, as ifsome sudden purpose drove him on with almost 
lightning speed ; but now he turns, and back his way he 
wenda, in the very self-same track, and with the same im- 
pulsive speed. What is he doing in the ionely night ? 
The night ! Why, he's been walking this same way, and 
in the self-same spots, from early morning. Hour afler 
hour, and mile on mile, the scorching midday sun blnzed 
on his head, and still he sped from nothing to no place. 
The sultry noon still saw him driving past the glen and 
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thicket, with hot, desperate speed. The tranquil sunset 
purpled round his wuy, and slill hia turning round he has- 
tened on. The gentle stars looked wondering on hia track, 
and then he hied away. Their silver light shone like the 
eyes of angels, reading through his very soul, and this ho 
could not bear. 

Near yon thicket stands his liorae — he tied it there at 
morning; etill it browses quietly, awaiting hour hy hour 
its restleaa master's will. How many leagues he's walked, 
und yet the whole within one narrow circuit ! Never once 
has he lost sight of yonder frowning castle, wherever these 
gray towers uprear their gloomy height. He walked and 
walked, like a spell-bound magician. His clothes are 
dusty. In his haggard eyes one question seems to go 
searching forth — " I wonder if she lives !" 

How many, many dreary times he's said this sentence 
over ! He might resolve his doubt, would he but knock at 
yonder castle gale ; but this he dare not ; he has a secret, 
aud it is so mighty a one, that he fears every human eye 
that looks on him must see it. Besides, aIthouf;h ho wan- 
ders around that castle, as an enchanted circuit from which 
he cannot break, he knows there is something dreadful 
there, something which he's sure must be there, and which 
he would not look on for a thousand worlds. 

For the twentieth time that weary, endless night, he 
turns to wonder through the silent forest ; when, just as he 
was near its first oak-opeiiing, a deep yet distant bell struck 
on his ear. 

" It is the convent chiming the midnight hour," was his 
first thought. And yet it had a lone of strangeness — 
deeper and slower than its wont, he thought it. Will it 
never cease chiming ? Why, now he counts, and lo ! some 
twenty strokes he numbers. 'Tis not the telltale hour. 
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told Time Iiaa all nin out hi? sand for some on? ; some ^ovl 
rbas fied I and yonder mournful pea) rings out its passage to 
ilB long, last liome. What proud and haughtj form can 
tiiat be that's now laid low, for wbieh the old gray casde 
beli would toll — that citadel of pride ! 
, " How loud it sounds !" he thought — "she must be dead 
at lawt. I wonder how she looks ! Hark ! surely some 
one calls ! That voice aguin ! It sounda like hers — my 
wife's — no — she thai ifas my wife — dead, poisoned — 
that is, some may say that she was poisoned. How should 
they know? She would never tell them." 
•■Edward! Edward Ravcnsworth ! " 
•' By heaven, it is her voice I " and as if to assure him 
•till more of who addressed him, close before his very eyea 
moved the figure of his wife. She passed from out a clump 
of sheltering trees, and slowly crossed his path. The moon 
ihonc full upon her, revealing her every feature, limb, and 
gesture — the same white rohe in which he'd last beheld 
her, the long, streaming, sunny auburn curls — her slip- 
pered feet and silken sash were there. She turned her 
head, and on his wondering eyes her own appealing glance 
was fined a moment ; then she passed away, he knew not 
where, or how. 

" 'Twas she," and in full life, too. " God of heaven, she 
lives ! " Down on hi> knees the wretched husband fell, 
and in a flood of wild and broken tones thanked God he wm 
no murderer. 

He never paused to think that he might be deceived. 
Spirit, illusion, nothing of this he'd seen; 'twas GabricUe, 
his wife, and living still. Perchance she'd run away, or 
come to seek him. Perchance the draught waa harmleffs, 
after all. Enough for him, she lived ; and hastening home, 
more like a hawk than mortal man, he flew, until he 
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reaclied the castle. Juat ns lie reached it some one was 
paaaing in. Again he thmij^lit he suw the fluttering dreus 
of Gabrielle. 'Twaa something white and human. The 
)^te was open, too. A carriage preceded him, and aervanta 
gathered round it. 

Taking advantage of the sceminf; confusioB occasioned 
by the arrival of strangers, (although at any other time tiiia 
very fact would have elicited Inquiry from him,) he passed 
through the throng unnoticed, entered the casfle, traversed 
gallery and hall, until once more he paused before the door 
of his wife's apartments. At first he thought of knocking, 
as was and is the custom of " the great ; " but something 
told hira form was 'ended now. He opened wide the door, 
and stood within the chamber of the dead. 

There lay the peaceful form — peaceful and rigid, aa 
the clay-cold marble. They'd spread a drapery of salt, 
white gauze around her, and only the aad and livid, poi- 
soned fate was visible above it. Long rows of burning 
tapers shed their light upon the silent clay ; and kneeling 
hy its aide — the side of her, his first love and hia last — 
the pale improvvisatore was seen, the only life within that 
Bilent place. 

Rising upon the entrance of the earl, the soldier, tnie of 
heart and firm of speech, accosted him with, " Welcome, 
murderer 1 " 

. Chaptsb VIII. 



A cobonee's inquest ia at ail times a dreary acene ; but 
never more-so than when bright summer air, beautiful sur- 
roundings, and wealth spread out their lusurioua pages of 
contrast to the deep and solenin mystery of death. We 
nay bid the aged Ood speed in the exchange of the old, 
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mjTD-ttat garment of daf for the bidal mbts of unmortil 
joDth. Wc a«e the dufc aagd be^ri i^ ■**T *^ balt-tam- 
ished children of ptrnity. or the atDkiiig nariaers in tbe 
tea of crimiaal lemptatioa. and saj. Thank God thev vevr 
life-pil^rimage is am ! And ret, violence in the means, 
the sacrOegious hand of man raised against the oalV gale 
which the Creator baa inscrutablir veiled bam his prying 
eyes — that of life — alwayi awakens a feeling of awe and 
hopeless grief which no other idghl can kindle up. And 
that Tiolence against the jroiing — O, what a fearful mis- 
take! Against the rich and happy — what a mockery of 
the power of wealth to protect, or of fortune's gifts Qt con- 
fer, happiness ! 

Sach was the sentiment that unronsnousl}' spread (he 
pall of gloomy silence over the hall where a lacge and won- 
dering throng was assembled to consider the mean* by 
which Gabrielle, Countess qf Ravensworth, high, noble, 
beautiful, and wealthy lady of one of the fairest earl- 
doms in England, had come by her death. True, there 
was little or no cause for this inquiry in the external cir- 
cumstances of the case. The beautiful young lady had 
somehow Eickcned in the atmosphere of splendor ; Ian- 
gubhed beneath the weight of her coronet. It was enough 
to gaze into her mournful eyes, to know that she was not 
happy. Every one knew this ; and every one formed his 
own conclusions as to the cause. The cold, proud peer at 
her side, and the drcam-Ukc gazo of those wanderiog eyes 
of hers looking into the far, far distance, perhaps on the 
red battle plains of Uungar}-, or into the dark dungeons of 
Austria — " Ah ! well-a-day ! " said the busy world — 
" [hey are an ill-assorlcd couple, and good cannot come of 
it." But now she was dead, why not of a broken heart ? 
*■ Pshaw I " The man of medicine knows nothing more 
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about hearts, than as huge lumps of flesh which do not 
crack without physieal causes. " Spirit hearts ! " and ihe 
effect of Bpirits oa fleslily hearts! " Stuff! There is no 
such thing." 

The lady had changed much of late — hollow cheeks, 
tottering steps, eyes now hlazing with fever, and anon sink- 
ing like paling stars, are bU suggestive — but all and every 
possible and impossible cause for the rapid and premature 
death, was silenced by ihe report of the trcmemioua eharse 
roudu by ii foreign soldier, on the night when the discanso- 
lale husband returned to find his wife a corpse — two 
strangers in forei<^n uniforms standing beside the gloomy 
bier, and one of these, in the presence of hia own servants, 
greeting bi'm with the ominous words, " Welcome, mui' 
derer ! " 

At first, indeed, the compassionate noblemmi would not 
cotdcaeend to resent this frantic espression. "The poor 
creature who need it had been an old lover of the lady's in 
bygone days, and under the influence of long captivity had 
lost his wits," Uut his companion was noticed to be sin- 
gularly self-possessed, gentleman -like, and composed in his 
bearing — any thing but crazy; and when he in calm, yet 
resolute phrase told the steward that he had evidence to 
show that Lady Ravensworth had died of poison, and that 
the author of her death was the lord of the castle, and that 
he. Lieutenant Augustine A., intended to make his charge 
good, then, indeed, things began to wear a somewhat por- 
tentous aspect. Hia lordship was most respectfully in- 
formed that he must be detained under guard to refute this 
monstrous charge; and -despite his sneers and indignation, 
detained he was. The nature, or rather details, of the ac- 
cusation against him, did not at first appear; but when, 
af^er a careful post-mortem examination of the body, it 
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retaliation in forcing the miserable woman to he her own 
executioner. 

The confirming testimony of this miraculous story was 
the wilnesa of innumerable persona that tlie two strangers 
hftd only arrived on the Engtisli shores just as tJie countesa's 
expresseB had reached them; that they could therefore have 
had no previous knowledge of the castle and its details be- 
fore they arrived at the hour of Gabrielle's decease, since 
which, to the period of the earl's return, the testimony of 
every domestic was equally positive concerning the impos- 
sibility of their having seen one single spot so accurately 
described, oi communicated with one of the inhabitants of 
the castle. 

The whole strength of the charge, then, Iny in the un- 
questionable fact that the seer had pronounced the lady poi- 
soned before the medical esaminanta knew of the fact ; and 
had, moreover, so minutely described the condition of the 
remains under the action of the poison, that the whole of 
the medical stniF were fairly bewildered ; whilst every scene, 
and even the minutest articles of furniture connected with 
the localities where the tragedy was enacted, nere given 
with a fidelity which placed the intelligence (come from 
where it npight) beyond all question. 

The scrutinizing cross-examination of Augustine and the 
cnatlc domestics closed Ibis part of the testimony. But 
when the jurors were sitting in absolute perplexity, what lo 
do or say next, it suddenly occurred to the coroner that it 
might be well to question the subject of this strange reve- 
lation in person ; and after some objections on the part of 
Augustine, overruled by the awakened curiosity of the 
court, it was decided that the improvvisatore should be 
summoned to appear. 

How wonderl'ul ia the influence which attaches to each 
20* 
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bumaa beinf;, st&mpin^, vith an individuality (kr exceeding 
all effect of place, time, or circumstance, a cliaiaeter on 
every member of the human family which never can be 
masked by hypocrisy, or simiilnted by effort. Spirit is the 
only reality in all creation. Forms and mere externals are 
shadowy, changing things, impressing each beholder with a 
painful sense of Komeihing hidden, something transitory, 
and unreal. But spirit is a truth, the only truth, a portion 
of the changeless being of God. Smiles, tears, speech, and 
deeds, may all be so many masks to cover the real thought 
or purpose ; but that nameless somelbing which each hu' 
man presence bringa, is the magnetic scale in which exter- 
nal fomiH, when robed iu falsehood, are weighed in the 
balance and fnuod wanting. 

Ernest Rossi came. Those who had seen the noble sol- 
dier two short years ago — strong, vigoroos, and active, — 
the mountain air glowing in ruddy health upon his cheek, 
the light of youth and gladness dancing in bis eyes — would 
scarcely have recognized the pale, sad stranger who now 
stood in court. While still and impassive as the sculpturt-d 
marble was that most noble face ; large and lustrous as the 
lonely evening star those mild, dark eyes ; and slightly 
bowed, as with the shadow of a long and wearj life, that 
once tail, graceful form. 

"What a wreck they've made of my beautiful, my 
brave!" thought poor Mrs. Martin, as with Bwimmiiig 
eyes she looked upon her favorite. 

And yet, as he entered that gloomy hall, and stood be- 
fore the curious gaiers, so still, and abstracted from the 
passing scene — he brought with him the potent presence 
of his truthful mind, his pure, unselfish nature, and that 
inborn dignity which repels the sliafts of lower minds, as 
ocean's might absorbs the drops of raia. 
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Before he came, the very name of clairvoyance suggest- 
ed to the ignorant minds of self-conceit nothing but cliar- 
latanism or the dreams of lunacy, In his presence, Bome* 
thing like respect mingled with awe prompted every tongue - 
to hush the anecr or change it into admiration. To every 
question he gave such simple, yet straightforward answers, 
that the testimony of hia friend Augustine aeemed to loom 
out in obstinate defiance of all power to shake. And once 
more the nonplussed jurors gazed at each other with looks 
that clearly asked, '^What's next to do, or say ? " 

Up to this point Lord Ravensworth had remained in pro- 
found silence, and half concealed by the drapery of a win- 
dow from the searching eyes of the curious. Now, however, 
bending forward, he asked with a quivering lip and voice, 
which shook despite his efforts to couceal his agitation be- 
neath a sneer of absurd indifiercnce, " If the gentleman 
expects to cgnrict an Enj;lish peer of murder, upon the 
faith of his magical powers, may it not be fair to demand 
8oms evidence that his wondrous facility for prying into 
other people's concerns is not the result of collusion with 
ray servants, or even my late unhappy lady?" 

A murmur of assent ran through the court, emboldi'iied 
by which the earl proceeded : " Pray, Mr. Ernest Rossi. 
could you (being, as you have shown, at that time at 
Dover) aeo where I was yesterday at noon f — exactly, 
jHark I at ttoon 7 " 

" In Bevia wood," replied the seer. " and tying up your 
horse to the third oak tree on the left of the forest gate." 

The earl ohanged color, yet proceeded : " Where is that 
horse then now. may I ask ? for, truth to ^ny, I had forgot- 
ten him, and left him there." 

"Then you did so lie hinmp, my lord, and at that hour?" 
interrupted one of Ihe keenest jurors. 
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Lord Ravenswortb's counsel started, whilst the earl 
(though conscious of the mistake he hnii made) coolly 
added, " What of that f Does it require an angel from 
heaven to reveal a fact which any passing boor might have 
aeen and reported ? " 

" We have the fact," replied the juror. " Let 3-our 
lordship proJuce the passing boor ; if not, the witness at 
least speaks truth." 

"Granted," replied his lordship. "What next, most 
wondrous seer ? "' • 

" Your lordship has forgotten to change your dress since 
yesterday at twiliglit, when, in tearing through a thicket, 
BO rough chat never humau foot, except In wild unrest like 
yours, would seek its shelter, you tore the wristband of 
your sleeve, and left the fragment hanging on a bush just 
where the sodden ground bears three .distinct imprints of 
your advancing footsteps." 

" This is too absurd ! " cried Lord Ravensworth, starling 
up with ashy pallor on his thceks and lips ; " am 1 to be 
thus insulted ? " 

" My lord, who injures ymi ? " quietly demanded the 
coroner. 

" Officer, examine his lordship's dress. Nay, you your- 
self demanded the test of this man's power; and justice 
requires the test of hia truth." 

Ashamed to struggle, yet with sullen anger on his hrow. 
Lord Karensworth lind the mortification of disclosing the 
torn wristband of his shirt, hitherto concealed by his coat 
sleeve in such a manner that it was impossible the keenest 
eyes could have detected it. From tnEre respect to hia 
rank, no remark was made at this seemingly superhuman 
evidence, slight as it was, of a spirit-police in the midst of 
the human justice-room; hut when, by order of the cor- 
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oner, Bcrvants were despatched to Boatch the thicket, and 
undtr the guidance of a. map of the wiiy hastily traced out 
by the improvvisatore, the earl's footprints were found, and 
measured, and the scrap of torn linen actually discovered 
hanging, as the seer had described it, in an almost impen- 
etrable part of the thicket — ivhen this, compared with the 
earl's dress and found to match, was considered, in addi- 
tion to conclusive testimony that the witness was, at the 
very time of the occurrence, tivo hundred miles away, and 
never could have liad an opportunity of visiting the spot in 
question, and no other footprints than the earl'a were 
found, clearly demonstrating that no human watcher could 
hare passed that spot — the investigation, complex ob it 
appeared to grow from the admixture of the supernutiirul 
in its details, gained in interest what it lost in compre- 
hensibility. 

" Would that the doad could speak ! " exclaimed oao of 
the harassed jurors. " Lieutenant Rossi, could you not 
tell U8 something of the lady ? some surer token by which 
we might connect this most mysterious and unhappy death 
with him whom you accuse ? " 

" The dead ! There are no dead. She lives and stands 
amongst us." Such was the startling response which foil 
from the lips of the seer, as, with fixed eyes and rapt, un- 
natural glare, he seemed to gaze on vacancy. 

The twilight was now fast thickening round the court ; 
the waves of gloom seeifled pouring over the high carved 
ceiling of the vast, dim hall ; stags' heads and branching 
antlers loomed from the walls like fabled goblins ; the 
flickering light came fitfully frvm hugo, high Gothic win- 
dows, falling on the suits of armor ranged against the pan- 
els, until they looked like frowning phantoma of the knights 
of old, ready to step irom their dark recesses, and du bat- 
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tie for the murdered lady. Around the long hall table, 
which had bq often groaned with tlie weight of jovial hos- 
pitulity, sal the twelve grave men, booted and apurred like 
country squires ; and far in the background, the crowd 
of anxious, terrified domesiics, pe.isants, and retainers of 
the castle. The folds of a heavy crimson curtain, on the 
right, fell round the tall and rigid form of Ravensworth, 
as, with folded arms and lips compressed, he stood like a. 
picture, grim and yet defiant, shmuiled in its masses. 
Opposite to liim, a tine, arched, painted window reflected 
the last gleams of the sinking orb of day. All elae was 
gloom but this one spot ; and there, in its golden glory, 
stood the noble improvvisatore. A halo of yeOow and 
purple light fell on his form ; his marble features caught 
the ruddy glow, and round his lofty brow the refracted 
rays lingered as in some picture of a saint traced by a 
KafTacIlc's genius. The eager listeaers gaziog flpell-bouud 
on bint, bent with straining cars to catch the solemn tones 
of his sweet but plaintive voice as once more he murmured, 
" She lives and stands amongst us. Poor broken flower ! 
Unhappy Oabrielle ! See, now, she raises her small, pale 
hand. Alas I one slender finger's broken — bent and dis- 
jointed like a bruised reed. H« did it — Ravensworth — 
when, with rude and cruel gra.tp, he tore the plain gold 
sign of her betrothal from her finger. I see him now, 
and her, poor, writhing lamb ! Her tender band is dis- 
jointed, yet no cry escapes heiT My first gift, and my 
last ; what has he done with it ? Tell mc, fleeting shadow, 
Oabrielle; O, show me! Where is my ring ? — The 
swamp; — go seek it there. Beneath the third soft foot- 
print, her CTuel murderer hid it. My spirit-love, I thank 
thee ! Fare thee well — farewell ! " 

The spell was over ; the sear was Hilent ; and the deeply- 



TOBN LXiiTBg FBflH T^ITX 



239 



moved jurora resumed their painful ttisli. On fiirlher in- 
quiry it WB3 cemembered Ihut Lady Ravensivortli had worn 
another plain gold ring, besides her wedilding one. Tbis 
on Hie corpse was missing ; yet although her attendants, 
Mrs. Martin, and all who had approached her since the 
night of the alleged Iragedy, had failed to remark any 
thing particular in her right band — though she had never 
complained or mentioned the injury to a single Qreatiure — 
upon the supgeation of the above recorded broken sentences, 
the right hand of the unfortunate lady was examined, when 
it WHS found that the third finger had been recently dislo- 
cated, while the skin was torn and scathed as if by tio- 
leuce. The discovery of the missing ring, too, just where 
"the third soft footprint" revealed the presence of the 
earl in tite deep and swampy thicket, completed (he chain 
of this most marvellous evidence. And yet, what did it 
all atnount to ? 

Lady Ravonsworth was dead, poisoned ; that was clear. 
But the old adage, that " the dead tell no tales," was not 
to be set aside for the ravings of a " crack-brained vision- 
ary " — especially when the honor of a ricli and noble 
lord, a statesman, landlord, and a powerful peer, were all 
to be called in question. What if bis lordship did spend 
the day from noon to eve in wandering in deep thickets, — 
hiding his lady's former lover's ring, — and late at night 
returning ao abstracted that he left behind him his favorite, 
fleetest horse, tied to a tree at least some ten miles from 
the place where he must have wandered on foot ? What 
if ambitious maids of low degree wed haughty lords, and 
die like blighted flowers — crushed out of life when their 
puroliasers are weary of them? The broken finc;er. like 
the poisoned cup, were secrets belonging to eternity. 
Dreadful only and most presumptuous was that mysterious 
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power by which tlie privacy of souls could be nnveiled, 
and the voiceless air reveal the mystery which should slum- 
ber with the sDent dead. 

And thus diijuslici' reason, til] at last the populace, at- 
tracted by ihe strange reports which every where, like 
wildfire, spread from the inquest room, began to take a 
fierce and threatening tone against the unfortunate ini' 
prowUatorc. 

His lordship's lawyers were shrewd and active men. 
Of course they knew, as all the world mitsi know, thai the 
Earl of Ravcnsworth waa innocent. They were ftilly con- 
fident no blame, not even the lightest shadow, could attach 
to a nobleman " so good and ao distinguished." But the 
fact that any foreign vagrants should dare to pry on English 
noble's privacy — and, worse than all, that they should 
dure to tell such starling facts that clumsy juries and the 
common people were forced to believe their truth — this 
was the most atrocious part of all. At first the villagers, 
vho loved the generous lady, and were deeply struck by 
the noble hearing of the strange but truthful witness, wera 
sullen and discontented, and instead of rejoicing when 
they heard that their landlord and patron was fully and 
" honorably " discharged of all blame, by the verdict of the 
jury — namely, of "fela de se," — were disposed to vent 
their indignation in muttered curses and half- uttered 
threats. Before the day succeeding the close of the in- 
quest was fully ended, however, the tone of the whole com- 
munity was changed. The taverns were full ; every ale- 
house for miles aroimd was thronged with drunken revel- 
lers ; while his lordship's friends, lawyer,-!, men of business 
and retainers, were every where remarkably bu.iy, ha- 
ranguing half intoxicated and highly excited listeners, bis 
lordship's gold flowed through the streets like water, and 




on TOEX LEAVES FKOM LIFE HISTOHT. 



241 



his lordship's name was cheered and shouted with golden 
and drunlion zeal. 

'Twas in the midst of such a scene as this, that late at 
night the announcement rang like a thunder peal that the 
strange witness and his companion had heen firested on 
the charge of " conspiracy." From ten o'clock till nearly 
twelve, knots of men might he seen standing at the cor- 
ners of the Tarious streets and lanes that led tram the 
caetle (where 'twas said the court was sitting hefore which 
the new criminals were being esaniined) to the village 
jail, where they might be expected to be detained. 'IVas 
remembered afterwards, however, how many strangers 
were abroad that night, — how many, too, that passed 
from group to group, seeming to whisper something, then 
pass on ; and still the gold, the castle gold, flew through 
these groups like trash. Why was it that, without any 
apiiorent concert or given signal, without a leader or the 
least attempt, that any could detect, at order or design, 
the scattered groups,' just aa the bell chimed midnight, 
seemed as by some universal impulse to draw towards a 
common centre — that centre that castio road ? On they 
went, larger and striRigei mosses, until thoj lined the 
path ; and though none manifested any special purpose, 
or spoke of why they gathered in that spot, their silent, 
concentrated purpose told some understood but hidden 
meaning more certainly than speech. And there they 
stood, or seemed to linger rather, in stem but sullen 
silence, like a brooding thunder storm. On they come ; 
more and yet more they corae ; and these, too, pause ; no 
questions asked ; no other object gained than there to con- 
gregate ia maBsivo lines and wait. What arc tliey wait- 
ing for ? 

In one of the foremost groups a low whisper might be 
31 
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heard, from one who aeemed almost afraid to trust hii 
voice with the question, " ^\^lere is my lady buried? Can 
you tell ? " 

" Hush 1 be stil! ! They come ! " \v«9 the sharp reply, 

A moment's pause, and then the tramp of horaemen and 
the roll of carriage wheels. The night was very dark, but 
the foremost horsemen carried pine torches, which for a 
short space lit up the scene with a. dull, red, fiery glare. 
First rode half a dozen mounted constables ; and then a 
troop of the castle domestics, surrounding two earriagos, 
the first of which contained the magistrates who had been 
assisting at the late examination, and the second the two 
Hungarian officers — the presence of a fresh troop of 
mounted constables surrounding this vehicle clearly inti- 
mating that its inmates were prisoners under a judicial 
escort. 

No sooner did this part of the proceasion come into view 
by the light of the torches, than the main object of the 
gathering appeared to be gained. With a yell like Hat 
of the wildest savageiam, the lingering masses rushed 
upon the carriage, dashing the horsemen aside, and. either 
through their feeble resistance, or taking advantage of 
their astonishment, with shrieks, cries, and e:(ecra(:ions 
of "Down with the wizard!" "Tear the magiciau into 
pieces ! " strove to obtain forcible possession of the per- 
sona of the prisoners. 

How far this movement was the result of preconcerted 
order — whether such order was the arrangement of the 
desperate earl, bent on the destruction of his dreaded 
enemy, fearing to let him go free, yet fearing still more 
to trust him again before a judicial court — or treachery 
amongst the trained rioters, — the spirit power that reads 
the human heart alone can tell. 'Twos evident that most 
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of the Tillagers, aUlioiigii exoited by partial intosication, 
wero equally unprepared for this savage movement, and 
indisposed to further it. Most of theae drew back in 
terror, whilst the magistrates and some of the conslubles 
— not all — proceeded to renjjer prompt aasiatance to the 
helpless prisoners. It was amongst the atraagera chiefly 
(some of whom, with slouched hata and besmeared visages, 
wore the evident appearance of disguise) that the cries and 
uproar eame. It seemed, too, as if they hoped, by shouts, 
frantic geatures, and an appeal to the superstitious feelings 
of the people, to goad them to attack the piisoaers. The 
whisperers were nowhere to b? seen ; hut now the effect 
of their words was clearly to he tested ; for while the 
chiefs of the ruffian mob began to drag tlio captives from 
the carriage, and even to attack their defenders with sticks 
and atones, the villagera (especially those who had beea 
present at the trial) repeatedly exclaimed, " I don't be- 
lieve one word of it. That fine young fellow oiJy told the 
truth ; and if there's magic in it, 'tia nearer home than 
with that noble foreigner." 

The crowd was divided then ; and perhaps a reaction 
among the better thinking of the mass might not only have 
protected the prisoners, hut even have set them free, when, 
a Biidden flash from a distant clump of trees lighted up the 
scene with a. momentary glare — then a loud report — and 
Ernest Eossi, springing from the ground, fell back on his 
friend Augustine's arm, his last earth battle fought. 

The strife was hushed ; a deathly stillness reigned ; 
when in the midst of the affrighted group Lord Ravens- 
worthr, white aa his dying foe, appeared npou the scene. 

" In the name of (he king and justice," he cried, with- 
out a falter in hia loud, harsh tone, " I command you, one 
and all, to point out to me the man who fired that shot 1 
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Ralph, Morton, Leonard," he added, turning from one to 
the other in stern appeal, " who was it ? Sjieak ! In the 
name of uur liege lord nnd jusdce, f require you to yield 
up the rash, bad man." 

Who v/aa to speak ? N%one had seen the murderer, 
hidden by the woods ; and until the earl appeared upon 
the scene, although it was natural enough to infer that an 
uproar go near his castle might have drawn him forth to 
inquire the cause, atill no one had till then remarked him, 
much less any one amongst the groups was there who 
carried arms at all. All were silent then, but one. Raised 
upon his faithful friend's strong arm, the dying eyes of 
iirneBt full AiU upon the cowering, shnddering earl. 

"She forgave you. Ravens worth," he murmured, "and 
HO do I. Can you forgive yourself? Augustine, dear 
companion, f;tithful friend, farewell ! I'm going home, 
Augustine." 



They laid the countess in her stately vault. The deep 
bell tolled ; the midnight torches flashed ; the solemn 
requiem rolled its echoing Cones in many a proud cathe- 
dral aisle and chapel, in many a solemn priory and con- 
vent, in grand high masses for the sainted soul of Countess 
Gabrielle. The long array of dark funereal pomp con- 
signed her to the splendid mausoleum where Ravens- 
worlh's proud ancestry were laid. 

They reared a fair wliite marble tomb above her, with 
sculptured angels and fine-chiselled arms. They said "' she 
slept beneath," Alas for mortal truth ! Her snul was 
waking in the air of Paradise, and floating through Elysian 
fields of light with Eulalie and Ernest. Never she in that 
cold, marble tomb, a risen penitent and bumble spirit, lay 
one hour imprisoned ; but like a little child, her spirit lifo 
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began from wIiEre that cold, white marble closed above 
hei' day. 

On the lone hill-side, wheie, high above the ocean ivave, 
tlie wild, free sea winds swept, one wretched, heart-ivrung 
mourner follo\vcd the humble shell that held the broken 
cftsket of the good, the brave, and loving Ernest Rossi, 
No priest was there to mutter formal praj-ers. " He needa 
them not," his lonely comrade thought".. " For such as he 
the heaven of rest was made. His loving lips are pouring 
forth t!ie waves of soug in happier, briglitor climes, or im- 
mortaiiCy is all a fiction," 

The mariners who brought him to that shore dug his 
quiet grave and laid him in it. The wild winds song his 
funeral requiem. The lone stars kept their silent watch 
by night, and fluttering sea-birds hovered near by day. 
The very daisies loved to cling around the pure and peace- 
ful ashes of the good. 

The fishermen and timid village maids, who shrank 
from mournful churchyards in afiright, when evening hours 
stole on and moonbeams slept upon the gentle minstrel's 
parting dust, came lovingly and sat upon the stone, and 
listened through the livelong night to hear the angel music 
which full often stole in thrilling cadence far across the 
sea. None thought of him with fear, or heard the air 
vibrate to viewless minstrel's melting tones when near that 
^grave, with terror. Sometimes they said they saw, when 
noon and stars made glorious pageantry of summer night, 
— when all things lovely smiled, and happy thoughts came 
in the hallowed radiance of such nights, — two glancing 
forms, more splendid than the dreams of poet's wildest 
visions, float on the waves of balmy summer air, or gleam 
like flashing meteors through the night. A third was 
there, mure shadowy, pale, and sad, like the last gleam 
21* 
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of fading morning stars attendant on the luf^troua queen 
of niglit- They said ^twaa Ernest and liia spirit bride, 
leading the soul of Qabrielle, the erring, up to hei homo 
in heaven- 



Note, Siocn Afu'IJug the coacludloj- pnffpj*or llm nlmvo flkcr-.-!! to llio 
piibllrilioTP nf " Tlitr ^pir^TUAl Ag^." 1 hava bwn ^^quallj porplvxcd tad 
nrimhi^ by thn rcreipl of nmripronfl U'tt^rs, isimmtnting in thu epiril of oi- 
DUirdkDi^ iliflDaRtoal iipnn tlio rf<?ntlifl of my hero ami Jieruinc ; wliilr two of 
tay □nrn.'fipouJi^iitiq f^TcpreHB a liopc, nlruntit AmouuUD^ ta k t^ommand, thai 
Itiuy KhoLikl foc Lonl Unvpnflivitrtli dnTy cuUBlgUAil tq tbo world'i abnmc, 
or nn cqiilridiMit Binouat of rotr^butlon En th? incviUbLe hi^rcaflcr. Tn the 
Hrat E^lqi4fl dT iiLurniurprft, wEillfit 1 okptcpji my grJitinciLtlnn nl the liivsrat 
wUla wUrh tht-y iitsve roMoweiJ tlic fc1i>ry, I be^ to rL'udad Cbc^m uriiacuf {E« 
tkf1'ja>iuirDfly, ■* Tom Invea frum /lyc Mhlury/' Tbuflt^ Icavca, tboTi[fh not 
kll exTrArtcd from the same volumi.^ nrc at Lonnt rr?nt n-om tlic iminntabld 
p^l^fR nf fifgt wh^rpT 'Except in thf tli?tionH of novrl^Bts or tbfl merely lent 
poral reiVfirdB oud puukithaii-iifa pTuiukhed by tliu Munoic dE&p«iiiiHtliiiit wa 
■K^ldotn Bfs real [unlnnw* of tliat poctkcnl jiintlfc whleh ai&l^a long lifi;, 
honor, Ainin. nod WE-nElh na t?]p Inp^^tabh^ ivaitltn of ^ond Jtctlon, Jind thhle- 
llte, coud^'muH the tynuil to dm, nud tho bad man lu tUe tompural miffer- 
ingB of H bnmnn trlbnnnl. 

L«t l]io8fl who hjLVB klQilly Hid lovlnn-ly followed my poor 6Qhrii<]|p nnd 
llie [mpru^'vlantoro to thp nbrupt Icrmlnntloa of thdr ciirtbLy rnrnrr Btird7 
the fnctf of nplrLtuBLksm ; nnd wfblk tb!?y simply discover tbt- Bctiid rTmngpd, 
the flrtit rudimf>iitaJ af:t of the drjunji Jilnnc plnj^^d out on the etng^ of mor- 
tnlity, thpy will bnve no oocasi*m to monm for the lafftrlng iJMiy bnttling 
iin>ri][:L<cBH fully with huLniin pupaEon, hokn^ tcmoveil, oven through tho ^'ntcB 
of NUi!h Ptormy IcHijonb an ahf drew on hursclf, to n more oongpnhil, though 
of ncdCBflity rL'Irlhulkvc ifphvrt of Hctlon. Let ihum retncmbcr fhiji l//i (j 
ni'i lift. Her« wc how the riCL>d. How few- (ununf^at ub c-ver bohold Uil- hnr- 
ve»^t I Yet It dops tippn -. imd vra, the iuwere, gather U lu^ here or hore- 
ntlcF — what nuittoreit whiilW What though the curtnln may hi: droppi^ 
botwoen tbo vEirlon of thu mortu! mid the ImmartJi) ? The tnie xplritunltBt 
neod not be told Ihtre Ih no death; and when earth-life's Qtful fover li 
burDt out, njeJ:itoiP lehaf H^e air, by the exact meQHufomeuf of nhftl wo huve 
duiie. in^4?n WD enn ^u^e the depths, ht'Jghta, nnd breadltis of clcrnltyi 
And out the (lood-gnteu which hi^dgo in the onward wnveB of progreRa, and 
hnlt bofoiv thn cryfltid wall of per(^utlou« wo may undertake to any tftMU nv 
Htt'itf b^. a»fl no more- Until then, conueivo of t!ie nad, grayi uTinduwy form 
or the criiuij Gabrlelle growing brigbt^ir and yet more bright, until ths 
f^lorloiij' vjqion fides la the rony aunti^ht of God's ch'mHl love. In which 
thti upLriEn. ehiiHten^'d by linmnn aulTering, aud blflvkn^ by jrcrsitteiU t^ort 
to Btfoin Ihe good, rire biithed hi ti fluod of glowlog KunbeArnB. 

one surli mh Erneat RoshI lived on earth. He walked KmongBl iticn ever 
like B spirit i Jtnd though ws mJnoed hlH kindly Utue, hia cTtr-iOftdy amilet 
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^ 10*1 lOTfns wnyt, none gmd^al hla *ojl Its Piirty flJghl to bMTen. [Undred 

I wltU the aIcIl'fi liP wnii pvcr, WouJd we liivl inaiiy suoh ' Earlh would be 

' a r»'jiv*T» i una iuch aa bo flfoulrl not be oillpd Jtwftf, a« If Hipj found no 

plnra En IT|E'< ^mi^, FK'Ti&uoua Llfo l but hi tho earth their kindly anturi'a Inra 

tl^7*d walls Bs iQEaffltL-iing nplrlt^, JnHtrnd of whJspurlii^ through llie tpirii 

V<?U, 111 hp. iloFH nnti" ta un. 

Lord Hrtvimawurlh — why* who wia gue^llon whnt hifl firtnre wnr, or 
doubt tliiit Bpnntorlrtl honor, pi nee. and mnk ntlochcd like ueedlea to iha 
londtloDC i^palth'' Ix^rd U4vcn!<woEih Imn §o inauy typug [u Itfo's oW 
Imt? pn^i:* thnt It amy aeom doubtful whi^thur I selected one of thv spoi'lei 
to l]id]vliluj>lUe« or not ; y?t 1 did t^o. nnd my peer Ia a refilily. and Elw 
lenvefl of hla life hlwtory hung nutltfrlo^ bannern of pomp nnd cirL'iuufltnnce 
upon the hunored wbIIh of EngUnd^s grrm, flveo to thlji very dfl^'- Lord 
BivcDHworth held raulc ue uuc of FLuj^'loDd's Icglelalors \ tie wns rteh. AVho 
BO w^-ll qoaLlH'Vl to iniiko laws whereby lie coold grind tTint wcnltlJ from 
tlie poof * He vrns hij^h in btation. Who knew so well how uinny humble 
roeka he muHt IrcBJl on to cuanLitute tbi: fuotstuul of hln ^^ntne^aP H« 
knew what f-Hiae Wad -. Jlad Ho* hotter tlinu moit men. waa fitted (o legialAte 
for crfmLnuIs. Tho world anid he hail killed bin fnir nnd hnpJcHH wife \ and 
yet hundreds of rh1b{^rfl, molbcrs, nod ^ninrdlauu Bought bla alliubce for 
th'^tr 3'Uiiug lOid tL'Uder dnu^bterH- JTo never mjirried ngnEn, however. 
ThiyumnriB there wore who would hjive oBbrod thomwlveH or their children 
vielimiL E]pi>u the flhrJue of thlb prleet of Mjimmon } but the liigli. huuuruble, 
wi'idibr, ftTid inflnentinl \*ecr hiul aneh h thing hh nn intlividiuillttf, nnd Into 
Hi ictTi't dppiliB niurtHi eyt^a never looked nguin. Some mUrlit hnvc jru^ttHMl 
at Itfl nature, from ttie cold ohlLl whiuh hli Hiern preaonee ever brought* 
aod Iho loyelppa life of utter liolntfon lu Which *he envied child of fortune 
piLBued through the buFiy world. Some wondertd why the stAlely daAtlo 
nLwaya rcmitincd unlenKoted ; wby Its very Dei^'hbarhood wnn bo HtudinLinl^ 
pvohled by LtB noble owner; why the sweet voice of muRl*: would ttend tlw 
ciLi-I to the BoULude oC diHlnnt plncus, IVoin WhEtli hu ^niild iasue fortU wEth 
pwoUen red t^yca, thnt mode the beUoLdcr^A bouI run nold to look into their 
agonizing depths. 

Peychometry ^ Et in a Tivorlte fliemfl with me. It brtngs ench hidden 
woudera to the light, nnd uuvoIIa Bueh n vnst neht^me of {itrnpenpaTinn ood 
relrlbutlon ejiirEed about lo the very deepcat rucopru'B of the huimm aoul. 
If Jove be the kingdom of heavon. how much did l^rd RavtiiBworth (nirry 
Kbuut with him, when eveo bin very dnga /«artffJ, but never loved h^mf 
Pnyehomotry — whnt Inkn of Arc eon Id til thou not have revealed wllbin tho 
botmm of the twld. attTn eurl, wa marble-like in anrAbv, hut O, uilhin ! 
Why wilt thou naver die, thon worm uf memory i TrJidEEJun vtys be 
offered cARtle, bouiwB, li^dFt, ill hi? vmft wealth, to the phyBlelnnB who 
stood around hla bed, if they oould And tb« means whereby tbi? long, long 
lllh he elung to could be protooged one single dny beyond the wauing Ikour 
of dcalli, which flowed nt last around him, Not that ha Inved fhitt lEfor 
He never smiled j and dog*i and little thildrun, villjige UAJdB and pJoui 
xnva, Bhnmk from hiB path, in that wlileh marked hli lifu^tho rule of 
FEAfi. And yet, when earth's thick ourLolai fell La folds pjvund himr he 
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ahrifTkedf and iDrcjtmHl fbr Uf^, and oareed bli tiodt ind bwok he vaM 
not die^ — tbcu dlc|it. And. wltli n hTqK, nwok? in ititirlL land' Wliul: wsh he 
tlipn? Lifi] oiiddtatlit ILku QM Ti!Ht[Liiii.'at tuju^lilii[>-q» iirt- T,bi! uuvcUtifffl and 
DDvoI-rcador'd coac^ptloiia of Imppin^aB or nkiat^ry, Wc koow of ao end 
to tli^ (nye-i no mcaulag for Ihc other. Our world^a la^iicn lead us Jnto aplrtt 
Iddd ; jmd there* mr ^IdiMi IrU mr. Lord HuTcniwarth waa oolhlpt: mora 
nor iesB tLoa a v?.ry Ultte ahlld, wttli Idb to bi>^bi ftgnla, Bad uo Bloi'k to 
trado on but mcmoT?- Hie wealth and cflHtlta, rout uul njuno, were |roDe« 
All Lht-'^F, jii!?iEBe<l, lit had 1avL?dIi?d in thi^bank of onrtb. not bfcivcn. ITitli 
porth Iho account was closud. lie had ng fuada in huavea, und art he had 
no ioti'rpst to i-poulvu. 

LoTO — Ldi paa^lon for CabrJplIe wan a redbuouh Ore, hnm of the ftjirth, 
njpRqmlji^, ItkL' ihi- ddst on which it fed- tlatc^whnl coald \\is hnto flo 
to hlh hH|ipy ri^Jil ? Far, fur away, amon^fiC the choiring ntari^, ulnginK \t> 
the 1l4ti?uhi^ worliJB of ll^ht, whciiv ncvpr HDnaet cmmca to dim UtVf vtorual 
day, the bright IraprovvJafltore sped blrd-ltke through all spacp, linkod 
hand In hand wJth thoac Uo dcaroat loved — his heaven, to flht?d the dewp of 
bappin^HH and iiamfort on thoav who, Uko himself, woro Lolling up to hla 
brij^hl. buppy bamo, 

Nothing but tntimory^ tht*n, for Ravcnflworth. The bitter patl, wllh all 
llH dreadfhl fallurcB, — rank, wcalthr and tali^nt, — all di^ad, bnrren tn-'ea^ 
poBBraBlnoH, hom^ or pincci love, frJcnda or kindred, he'd uoac la eph'lt 
land- He liod nut Hf-ut his tteaHnruH un heron-, but lufl them aU brhlnd ; 
and Vto ho stood once mora a llttlo child, tho memory of th« patit hlA sola 
poHHFHHinnT the fatherhoLrd of God hl^ only hopo. Onlf/ fifpe.' The wifldom 
Ihnt can make a IhouHoJid worlds — the love that deatineu tbom fur bappi- 
ncpp, and power tbat can sn^lAia them — In ft not BufQclnnt for a thigle 
Honra naTvatlan 1 The qpw^hom Hpkrlt of tbe hapIo!H child of earth came 
walling back into hla Falher'a bosom, and forth wan p?at agidn to practitta 
life aneiv — the lenHoDit of the paet a I'on&lant tcachlng^i the loving angela 
growing good tlieni^olves by helping on the wanderer to hia home; and one 
dlron^ arm around hts ftehlc frame, oae bold, nnfrringfaotiilnp guiding his, 
one tcitder toIcc In soothing Dcc^nlR nayingT " Rrolher, fear nol ; one God 
■nd Father made ub, one common tie unites ns all — ^tln love. You've died 
to sin, now Uvo again to God." The vnico timt spoke wan Erncat'K, |he 
ImprovvL suture. Ft-rfentjun tvaa not IdP, oor any Unit? being^fi j and wheo 
the angela heud la aolemn WDrahlp, and ask the Father of aU apirlts to 
loach them to he good, a voloo from out the hcapn of buriud '/Ana quivers lln 
Calvary'n monnl, and ajglu through raleiClue, mounts on thawlndb, and 
breathes at heaven's gat4! i alngn through each star ami glltTefa iu each sun, 
-writea on the w&lls of all rrealed wnrhla and echots through all epac« — 
" ITargive each oLhcr'a trespaBacs aa ye would be forglvou," 
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THE WITCH OF LOWENTHAL* 



DEEP in the heart of the thick, umbrageous mitsaeB 
which constitute the Black Forest of Bohemia stands 
B deserted and crumbling pile of huildiogs, once fa- 
jnoua as the residence of the powerful Barons Von Low- 
enthal. Birds of night and evil flitting things alone find 
ahelter heneath the once stately roof. The broken door 
and ni09S-growD steps still give entmnce to the noble hnil, 
where fair daineB and princes were wont to feast in all the 
boisterous revelrj- of a German haronial wassail ; but the 
painted arches no longer reecho the nierry laugh and jovial 
song, and the springing step of th» dancer will never again 
tread a mcasnrc on the fading mosaic of the silent ban- 
queting room. 

The most perfect portion of the forsaken old pile is a 
beautiful little chapel, situated in the rear of tke building. 



* ThlB utorr, wimnDDlnited to tliR SplritHitl Agt, In 1BS9, I* no onlnngB 
of tlic bnln. It \A oap of tho iannmprjtble evldciicpB pMtvit occurring 
witliln IbQ lai^t (wntury la Qcrmitd)', tbon> reDOrilucI, dUd Its mriin fflctn at- 
tfBlifd by bi&tury. provlilg bow iaa^ atld camealty Bplrllfi hava ttoi-a stH'k- 
Id^ to Bttrai^C onr atlpntioii, and jiivjikpn "Ihu Rmviction lo our nilnrU tTiiT 
the dead wen.' rolsoZ, and cooLt), under favorable condirionB, f^niumuDe with 
enrlb. Tlic BinTLdi'eof thl« and otiier vietlmfi. ton, npon rheaUnrof flupor- 
BtilEon and l^omnoc, oaly prnvA rbrjt tlioBO who hqvc hnd rbar^^ of tUu 
DdndB, Hou]», and InloUeuta of thf mafiprai, 6y froni tvi\ rafUrr 1b;uL rcttut 
it ; micl wluTt] they jire too I^orruit lo under^tondT nud too Ed^t or fearful 
to InvpBll^te A problem, tbcy uudcrtuki: to bqIyo It by d mental or pbyalcaL 
oruc^K^nnp 



250 



TITE ITTTCH OT I.OWE!fTHAX. 



■iirrotinded by a shady and peaceful cloister, where the 
golilcn sunbL-iinis at ream through the painted nindoivs, 
ligliling up the pure while marble of the monuineDts with- 
in, like the uncertain tints of many-hued gems. Here the 
breeze faintly stirs, through rifts in the broken walb, 
the tattered banners, once pndeful emblems of the prowess 
of the Barons of LowentliaJ.. Here pompous elegies set 
forth the mighly achievements of their warriors, and the 
calm, cold faces of marble saints look down, in the deep 
mystery of their eternal silence, on the vacant stalls where 
onet! the lowly worshipper sought to read in theii inunohile 
fcblurca his own destiny fur weal or woe. 

The charm of the place, and the only signs which re- 
deem this score of ghostly Ipgenda and evil memories from 
the chilling influence of utter desolation, are two exquis- 
itely sculptured femnlc figures, as large as life, and occu- 
pyiag 80 prominent a posilioa ia the little sanctuary as to 
show that they were chief features in the history of the 
surrounding scene. They represented two young and 
beautiful women, with faces no less dissimilar than their 
attitudes were striking. The one was evidently hound to 
a stake, and though the sculptor had simulaEed with won- 
drous skill the leaping flame already curhng around her 
form, he had preserved in the upturned features of the 
Tictim an expression of passionate enthusiasm, so won- 
drously sublime, that ihe seemed an embodiment of the 
spiritual, triumphing over the keen agony of death in its 
most terrible shape. 

The second figure knelt beside the stake, het hair dishev- 
elled, her garments rent, her staining, eyes upturned in 
frantic despair, and her hands wreathed above her head till 
the swelling veins seemed ready to burst their marble pris- 
on, and testify to the Promethean flie of life which the 
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Bciilptor'g art had drawn down from heaven to animate hia 
Buperb monument. 

In these statues the final destiny of the house had been 
typified. Ita history was here ended, nnd the seertt of ila 
desolation revealed ; the sculpture itself stood at the head 
of a large slab of pure white marble, which was sjmply 
inscribed, "To the memory of Clara, last Baroness of 
Lowenthal." From the various legends in currency re- 
specting the fate of the subjects of these sculptures, we 
gather the following sketch. 

Towards the close of the seventeenth century, a young 
Englishman of noble family, but broken fortunes, who bad 
been sent abroad in the hope of improving a fascinating 
exterior and accomplished manners into fortune by mar' 
riage with some wealthy heiress, happened to meet at a 
fashionable watering place with the Baron Franz Voa 
Loweathal. The haron waa a widower, had the reputa- 
tion of being immensely rich, and blessed with an only 
daughter. The heiress, although living in slrict seclusion, 
Foa said to be very beautiful ; and as the baron appeared 
to form a sudden and violent attachment to the young Eng- 
lishman, it was in visions of a union with a pura^^on of 
beauty and wealth in perspective, that the handsome ad- 
venturer yielded to the baron's pressing solicitations that 
he would visit his Castle of Lowenthal. Arrived there, all 
his wildest imaginings seemed realized. The castle was 
superb, the hunting superlative, the wine incomparable ; 
but above all, the heiress more beautiful than the rising 
sun, and more mild, coy, yet loving, than the tender beaniB 
of a summer moon. 

" By Heaven, she is mine already ! " ejaculated the hold 
fortune-hunter, as, on the third day of his residence at the 
castle, the compliant father began to joke him upon the 
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aympathy apparently existing between the tastes and habits 
of the ) ouiig couple, while the equally complaisant daughux 
■ighi'd, blushed, and said nothing. 

It certainly did not escape the observation of the Eng- 
Uahinan, that the whole proceeding seemed Btrongly to 
navor uf the fact of his being brought there simply for the 
purpose of having a young, very lovely, and very wealthy 
bride almost thrust upon him. The young man had, as 
younger non of one of England's marquiaates, a sounding 
title ; but so had the young baroness : she retained that 
title too, wd the empty English ladyship could add noth- 
ing to her rank. Even the grossest egotism could not 
atttihutc both father and daughter's marked predilection 
to their stronger guest simply to infatuation with his 
excellences i there must be a secret somewhere, and it 
was not without sundry misgivings lest the said secret 
waH, or might prove to be, the krgcac part of the straa^ 
destiny thus thrust upon him, that he tendered his hand 
after thres short weeks' acquaintance, and was, both by 
father anif daughter, almost immediately accepted. 

In addition to the doubts which this too ready compli- 
ance forced upon him, was one circumstance in connection 
with his beautiful betrothed, which greatly disconcerted 
him. From the very first moment of their acquaintance, 
he had never been able to converse with her alone, A 
young lady, whom the baroness called her foster sister, 
wail her constant companion ; and despite of all the hints 
and innuendoes of the bridegroom elect, she never attempted 
for one moment to quit hor post beside the lady. She was 
young, very beautiful, and, as far as perfect silence and 
apparently perfect abetriiction went, she never appeared to 
be a check on the lovers ; aware, however, that she was 
neither deaf nor absolutely bliod, Lord L, irequently felt as 
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miicli provoked as perplexed at what he culled her intru- 
sive pertinacity. 

The wedding day at length arrived, howerer, and though 
the silent, phantom -like Gertrude was a necessary append- 
age to all the daj'a movements, the husband triumphantly 
reflected that the hour of this triune association must at 
length cease. Great, therefore, was his chagrin, and even 
indignation, when he found that even in the bridal cham- 
ber itself, a veiled alcove had been set apart for the occu- 
pation of the inseparable companion. Remonstrances, 
prayers, and even threats were resorted to by the incensed 
bridegroom in vain. The young baroness declared, with 
floods of tears, that she had never been separated from her 
foster eister from her birth — that her very life depended 
on her presence, and that if, in short, the trinity must be 
broicen up, the separation must he between the married, 
not the single pair- 
Finding both bride and friend, and, stranger still, the 
father, too, inflexible, the puzzled lord had to endure this 
now hated companionship as best he could. 

The young baroness protested that from a child she had 
alwa3's been vastly terrified of " evil spirits ; " many were 
kno«-n to linger round the castle ; strange sights and flit- 
ting forms had been seen within its halls and chambers ; 
low moans and diamal noises, too, were heard ; the tables 
moved unbidden, doors shut and opened ; and, as witchca 
were known to be abroad, and many trials in this very 
district had lately given victims to the flames, so the lady 
argued that Gertrude, by her superior sanctity and courage, 
had Ever been her shield against this much dreaded inllii- 
encc, and must continue still, unless bei lord desired to 
part 'with her or lose her life. 

Unsatisfactory as this esplanation was, the young man 
22 
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twgtt to fimd it hari *'wf y* faaiiMlaitiiobt ut jp^it, to 
nat npoo. for ere loo^ Itis £le^ was brafces oi^it sfin 
■igiit bj •osnla nwrt dcarlT sapetianBai m. tbeir ot^m. 
Uik taooi ac*iaod Sa be filled bv a vliak l^g^aB 4^ mmh 
asfpoB, — wioitan, «alb, and doan were bmkca witk 
rnnfnwiona from iovMiUe ogoiaei, — ponvtiag Bttt w«n 
Imri in erccy gaUeej, haH, and Kairwaf , whSc IK**i^ 
fights, and ghosdj, ahadmr foraj, iioad SJu BBipBet 
ftantnmii. m Ac; ««ic. widtia bw «gry di—ihw, Qowed 
kis pAlli* ud aeieindl iiks suiFSts frsubsr ia the faaottc, 
•oaeUBes mcve like its maaaxs than hmBeK- And bow- 
Ik bumd tfasC <l»f I17 >U; the daatestics i&iappeaRd, aad 
tbongli &nh ooea ntpj^icd theii phee*. thcK aaver Maid 
■bore a week, all «rgiit|^ the hauac wbs iMsily haanttd. M 
b; ooe, but kgioa* e< enl ajviei. 

Tb« nnfc r amt e g»gK«V»— sow begia to peccave-aatte 
deeper nmung ia bk tm^ nnian than ;«t iwd out iiis 
Aufcrat tfcocghl. Tie hamae wn sdC obI^ huioted. b«t 
frtTTwH with a. kgiom — tfa^ was clew. AH the wtU 
Worie* or midoight tpectrM and «pp«ritiofM ei teem 
with which the age was teeming, acemed to gaia dieadfdl 
oredence in thii awful mansioii. Afier atisiotu Bcarch wul 
kujg coTuoltaticm with his wife and iacher. be umouRccd 
bis tmaltetable intcntioa of quitting die ea*lie U mce, i»- 
■iBting, with a husband'a privilege, that his wHe ^outd 
accompukj lum. lo&tead of complTing arith the readiness 
of relief to a?otd such a, home of terror, he found he had 
to reaoft to the sternest authoritj before he could succeed 
in mnoving her from her pbaniotn -ridden home. He soon 
found that the place was deserted br the neighbora on ac- 
couDt of its erU Tcpotation; and the alter loaeliness con- 
leiqucnt upon a reputation which be bow discoreted. tor the 
first time, to be generall}' notorious, was another cedent 
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Teason for Lis determination to abandon tlie castle. Great, 
hoivever, was his consternation to learn that his new abode 
w&s subject to precisely the same tormcat as before. 
Groans, and ahriekB, and cries of hideous cadence broke 
Ktcii midnight stillness ; and though he niorcd from house 
lo house, and town to town, go where he would, the 
wretched haunted man was still pursued by thia dread 
spectral band. 

Worn out nt last, and pondering whether life or wealth 
was worth preserving at this dreadful price, — although he 
loved his fair and gentle wife, — he feh that he must die or 
qitit her. Some mystery terrible was wrapped around her. 
She teas the cause; il foiloiced in her track, unless — 
and lo ! the sunlight seemed to break upon his darkened 
mind 

" Good God ! " he cried, " it is that fatal girl 1 She is 
eiDifch — these Fpectrea her eompanions — these Bounds 
their di*adful Sabbath ritea performed within our hearing 
nightly." 

Tlie wondrous influence, too. she had acquired over his 
wife seemed now al! fully accounted for. Without a word 
to any of the unhappy family with whom he had wedded, — 
assured ibat both father and daughter were equally under 
the influence of the dreadful spell, — be hastened off to 
the nearest magistrate, and ere another sundown his case 
was told, listened to wilh eager credulity by the horror- 
stricken agents of the law, and warrants instantly granted 
for the arrest of the accused. 

The Engtishman, finding how readily his story was 
listened lo, and how many similar cases the magistrates 
had lately been called upon to deal with by fagot and 
Same, rejoiced in the hope that, once freed from the fas< 
inttfttiiig presence of the " witch," the spell would he 
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broken, snd his wife, fast becoming now wH predons to 
Itii heart, woald soon be reconciled U> her tormentor's bte. 
lie purpoied, therefore, to condact the arrest with u mutli 
prirocj u possible ; bnt in this he reckoned without re- 
membering his host wa^ " a itilck." He found the un- 
happy ladies — by some incooceirahle agency apprised of 
his whole proceeding — locked tn each other's arms, and, 
with the bitterest tokens of grief, resolute in their purpose 
that nothing but brutal riolcnce should fear them asunder. 

On every other point than Gertrude's presence. Lord L. 
bad found his Clara gentle, complying, plastic as the wind. 
Now alt was changed ; her rage and frantic e:(clamations 
of reproach broke through all bounds ; and when at length 
she cobbed herself to silence upon her companion's breast, 
her wretched husbaod pleaded they might be both removed, 
locked in each other's arms, into one cell, to, save het very 
life. The esigeuc}" of the case, and the high rank of the 
sufferers, hastened the tardy movemects of justice, and the 
accused was placed at t)ie bar on trial for witchcraft, a few 
hours afler hor arrest. 

For the first time in his life. Lord L. now looked on 
Gertrude without dislike ; nay, with an admiration com- 
pelled by her tranquil air, her still and lofty courage, her 
Etatue-like composure, moveless dignity, her noble hesd, 
and Qrccian' chiselled face, her lustrous eyes, with that 
strange look of distance which seemed to stray away to 
that far world from which she well might come — bo spirit- 
like, unearthly, beautiful she looked. All these impressed 
their magic spell on every gazer's mind. Beside her stood, 
like some pale, broken flower, the wretched wife ; beneotb 
her veil, her dim eyes, red with weeping, looked out im- 
ploringly on every face, like a doomed captive soliciting for 
pitjT- None who gazed on that wistful, woful face, con- 
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trasted with the noble, lofty ciilmnesa of her unmnved com- 
panion, but mistook the captive for the free. The baron 
himself stood near the pair with downcast eyes and heaying 
breast, like one borne down by sorrow. 

No defence was made ; alas ! 'twos useless. As they 
stood in court, the thundering knockings and the wildering 
■hrieks of unseen agents seared each living soul with the 
deep hmnd of terror's scorching flame. The desk, the 
chairs, and benches, ell seemed living. They reeled and 
rocked without a human hand to touch them, and the 
geese bote witness to the dreadful truth. The air was all 
alive with viewless things ; the scared and livid witnesses 
shrunk off; the judge, aghast, and all the shivering court, 
pronounced the hasty sentence — death by flame — death, 
speedy death ; the very earth ivas burdened whilst this 
most fearful sinner lived upon it. 

The spQtcncE spoken, one wild ahrlek was heard — two 
white arms tossed in air — the wretched Clara fell. Her 
hushajid bore her prostrate form away. One deep, low 
groan — the btiron's heart seemed broken. The captive 
simply smiled, and whispered low, "Courage, my father; 
OB I've lived I'll die." 

That night the wretched lady spent beside her friend. 
The prison walls never echoed to sobs so heart-wrung as 
those which burst from Baroness Clara's lips. Overwhelmed 
at her grief, shocked at an agony which was past his com- 
prehension, Lord L. drew his father-in-law aside, and, 
whilst the unhappy daughter wept her heart away, he thus 
addressed him ; — 

"May God forgive you. baron, if you've wronged me. 
The misery my conduct seems to have brought upon this 
&mily has ull arisen, as yourself must see, from suffering 
me to thus beuame your bod. 'Twas not in mortal power 
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to live with thia drcail haunting ; and wbat could urge yon 
to seek for my alliance, and, hai-ing Tormfd it, to force this 
loathsome, weiid companionship on Ctars and roysclf ? I 
do, in Heaven's name, bid yon now disclose." 

" Have, then, your wish," replied the eorrowfiil baron. 
" I sought a worthy husband for my child, and pitched on 
you, because you were a stranger — none knowing would 
have married her. From infancy till now she's been the 
witch ; poor Gertrude haa borne the name and shame." 

" False, loathed deceiver ! " cried the Englishman ; 
" can this be true ? " 

" As true as Heaven," replied the unhappy father. 
" None would helieve my tale ; 'tis one I cannot, dare not 
scarce believe myself. These sounds and sights from child- 
hood have pursued her. From place to place I took her 
like one possessed. The dreadful secret I never dared dis- 
close, fearing the doom of witchcraft on the child; and 
yet I know her guiltleas. What dreadful fate possesses 
her and me, God only knows. Thia Gertrude was our 
pastor's only child ; the story told to him, and known to 
her, induced the noble, generous girl, my Clara's earliest, 
truest friend, to live with her and dare the shame and 
blame, should any question whence the terror came. My 
hope in marriage was, that she might conquer, through 
your alliance, thia evil haunting, or that you would protect 
her. Gertrude would first your wralli and anger bear, and 
so the timid, fearful child consented, that for a while she 
should appear the source whence all this shocking folloiving 
seemed to come. And now — God of heaven ! — you 
know the fearful truth ; and my tender Iamb must perish in 
the flames." 

" Not HO," the writhing husband hoarsely murmured. 
"She ia your child; wbate'er licr fearful crimes, God's 
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hand, not ours, is heavy on her now. She is my wife — 
beloved, adored by me. She must not, shall not die ! I 
cannot lose her ! Almighty Father, O, forgive the wrong ! 
The tcil.ch must live, the innocent must die ! " 

From far and wide, from mountaia, forest, glen, town, 
village, hamlet, thousands on thousands came to see the 
famou.'i Witch of Lowenthal expiate her fearful crime by 
fire. The aun that day glared like a huge, red hall of 
angry fire. The distant thunder boomed, and, flashing 
fire, shivered the pine trees in the thick, hlack ivooda. 
Hoarsely the sighing winds swept over the hill on which 
the witch's funeral pile was built. In virgin white the 
nohle victim came, her head Huhlime with tonstant faith 
erect ; her foot was firm ; her sternly-chiselled lips moved 
not nor ported till the white-robed priest, with agonising 
prayer, held up the cross, and bade her, on its all-atoning 
emblem, confess her crime, and speed her soul to grace, 

Taking the cross, with simple piety, she whispered, 
" Father, forgive them ; they know not what they do." 

On holy Stephen's face the^e never shone a look more 
shining, angel light more pure, than on that dying martyr 
girl's white brow. To Heaven her full soul, in her lustrous 
eyes, looked out ; her brave and sinless life she freely gave 
to save the timid one whom she called friend — whom, 
more than all the world, she knew to he the real cause of 
all. In shame and mystery she'd lived to guard her — in 
fire and agony she died to save her. To save her ! No, to 
meet with her in heaven. Ere high the ascending flames 
had wreathed her head, like some old saint of old, with 
halo of great light, the wretched wife laid down her golden 
head upon her husband's strong, supporting arm — one 
look upon her friend, her father, heaven, — one momL'nt 
given to sigh the name of Gertrude, the nest her fluttering 
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spirit oped the gate of that bright land of souls wheieto 
her haod gave the first welcome to the enfranchised soul 
of her most wionged and yet most happy victim. 

" My Gertrude, friend ! — my martyred saint, coma 
home ! " 

" My sister Clara, art thou there before n»e ? " 

The gates of light wide opened to admit them, while 
spirit legions tbroi^d to meet the victims of supersti- 
tious error, ignorance, and wrong. 

They laid the noble baroness in state — hewUeked e'en 
unto death, the story ran — beneath the splendid marble 
which recalled ber &te ; and by her crumbling form two 
sorrowing men, in secret, and at midnight's lone, still hoar, 
placed a small crj-stal vase, enclosed with pearls, containing 
but a few black gathered ashes — one long, black tress, 
with one fait curl inwove — and on the golden lid they 
carved out " Oektbuok." 
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THE PHANTOM MOTHER, 

OR THE STOBT OF A RECLUSE.- 



WREN I was last in England, I visited an old lady of 
retired habita, and quiet, unobtrusive manners, who 
resided in a very remote localit)' in the wilds of Cumberland. 
The cheerful benignity of her temper, and the calm piety with 
which she contemplated her rapidly approaching end, be- 
spoke a pilgrimage of nearly ninety years, which endured 
the retrospect of a virtuous mind. Her little cottage, 
deeply embosomed amid the mnjeBtJc pine-elad liills of that 
district, was in summer nearly hidden hy the clustering 
wilderness of roses, clematis, and Btar-shaped jasmine 
which luxuriated around the latticed casements. Every 
where the senses were regaled with the choicest airs, laden 
with the richest perfume of flowers, and melodious with 
the hum of restless bees and the tranquil songs of many 
hirds, happy in the security of a retreat where benevolence 
protected the tiny songsters from molestation in summer 
and starvation in winter. 

1 love the neighborhood of flowers and hirds ; it evi- 
dences a refined taste and a generous nature — the love of 
the beautiful, and humane care of the weak ; and I have 
many a time stood in that little wilderness of perfume while 
the liquid tones of the pathetic songster of the grove, the 
lonely nightingale, poured her flood of melody through the 
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de^p silence, snd the silver blossoms of tbe midniglil skjr 
looked down in gljtlering radi&nce over shioiDg flotrer-beds, 
until I fancied I eoold trace the angel inhabitants of those 
temote vcrrlds of mystic light winging their airy flight to 

the only earthly scenes with which their purified nature* 
could hare any real sympathy ; namely, the sinless warbler* 
of the woods, and the macy tinted jewela that adorn the 
face of nature, her re^ia of trees and flowers. 

The mistress of this little region of melody and sweets 
was an early friend of my family's ; and although, as I have 
bcfOK atat«d, the shadow of the tomb was on every foot- 
print of her daily life, her cheerful and genial benevolence 
drew around her the young and loring, no less than the 
•ick and needy, who were dependent on her bounty. I bad 
often heard that she had been a hslle in her youth, emi' 
neiitly bcautifii! ; and, in eommon with many others, I felt 
some surprise that she sfaoald not have shared the falc of 
two of Im sisters, who, though they had long since passed 
away, were still celebrated as having, by their channs and 
fascinations, won the hearts and shared the fortunes of two 
of the proudcat nobles of the country side. 1 one day ex- 
pressed my surprise on this point to my hostess, hinting, 
as delicately as I could, a desire to learn why she had, for 
s period of so many years, witlidrown herself fiwm the great 
world of which report and the records of some very fine 
portraits of her early youth declared that she would have 
been so bright an ornament. Instead of censuring me for 
my impertinent curiosity, my venerable hostess simply re- 
plied, — 

" My dear child, I withdrew from a world in ■which t 
found 1 was not to be trusted." 

" How, my dear madam ?" 

" Understand me," rejoined my friend. " The world 
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ncTtT had any other tonqupst over me than Buch hb it gaina 
over lliousands of joiing and guileless hearts; but wht'n I 
came to learn what the acluol nature of its temptuiiona 
was, I repeat again, the mighly knoiehdge wag too much 
forme; btiA finding 1 could make for myself loss arduoiia 
duties in a sphere totally opposed to my newly-underatood 
mspoDsibilitifS, I eamc to live in this place sixty years ago, 
and have remained here ever since." 

" I nm totally at a loss to comprehend the meaning of 
your words," I replied. " You epeak of a mighty knowl- 
edge and henvy responsibilities : were they, then, the result 
of aomp great calamity, or terrible temptation, to which you 
became more subject even than your beautiful sisters ? " 

Tbe old lady did not answer my question for some mo- 
ments ; at last she sighed, gazed wistfully on the purple 
glories of the we.itern sky, and with ilowcr-lsden breezes 
fanning our cheeks, and tiie last evening song of tbe black- 
bird keeping mournful cadence to my old friend's plaintive 
tones, she related to me the following incident in her own 
early life ; — 

*' Sixty years ago," she hegan, " I was said to be beauti- 
ful; but imagine what combination of exterior charms you 
will, they would all fall short of the loveliness which shone 
in the far-famed beauty of my mother. 

" I can remember even now the expression which a con- 
templation of her fair face would fill me with. I used to 
think there was nothing in earth or nature half so admira- 
ble ; and though I never loved her, (for she was neither a 
domestic wife nor a fond mother,) 1 almost worshipped the 
externa! form, which excited in my mind (ever keenly sus- 
ceptible to the beautiful) a perfect idolatry of her appear- 
anee. 

" One ChristmBH she had gone from home, as usual, to 
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blaxe amid the splendors of court balls in town. She had 
befn absent about a week, and her return waa not cspccted 
for at least a monih to come. M^ sisters had gone to a 
ball, and I bad juat returned home from a very gay party- 
Tired and weary as I traa, I dismissed my maid, and sat 
down, according to custom, to look OTcr mj' list of engage- 
ments for the following day, love-letters, and other similar 
trash, which I usually digested before retiring to my mid- 
night slumbers. 

" It was late, and I was gathering up my papers in a 
heap, intending to put them by tmtil another time, when 
my chamber door was opened noiselessly, and, to my un- 
speakable astonishment, my mother herself entered my 
room, and, without holding out her hand or attempting to 
salute nie, took a chair and sat down by the fire on the op- 
posite side to myself. If I iras astonished at her unexpect- 
ed appearftncc, I was etill more so at the extraordinary 
change which that appearance presented. It was one of 
complete disorder. Her dress (a splendid lace which she 
had recently purciiascd) gave me the idea of a cold so in- 
tense, that my very marrow froze when I looked at her 
naked arms and shoulders ; and I felt, although she did not 
shiver, that she was perishing with cold. Her hair was 
loose and hanging in disorder round her head, and I saw, 
to my amazement, quantities of false curls, ill arranged, and 
scarcely conceoling the gray locks which were distinctly 
visible amidst them. One cheek was coarsely patched 
with rouge, the other was deadly pale ; a set of false teeth 
was in her hand, and her face was besmeared with hall- 
arranged pearl powder. I had nerer seen my mother at her 
toilet ; and the disclosures of the present dishabille shocked 
and disgusted me. Yet all this, all, all wa9 forgotten, 
totally overlooked, in the expressions of unutterable woe 
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wbioli sot upon evETj Unenment of that most miserablo 
'face. I bave never, never seen despair, grief, rage, re- 
morse, so awfully depicted on a human face, nor did I deem 
it possible that such passions could find so tremendous a 
representation. I seemed to see, moreover — and wonder- 
ful it was for me to see it — my mother's past history all 
written, I could not teU how or where, yet carried about 
her, and obvious to every eye. And, my God ! may I 
never again witness the naked deformity of an ill-spent life 
thus vividly shadowed out. 

" Aghast and speechless, I listened in silence while my 
mother spoke to me ; but her very tones were changed, 
and instead of the liquid, flowing accents of other days, her 
■voice was hollow, faint, and weak, and scemtd to come 
from an illimitablu distance off, and in no way to proceed 
from the dismal figure who sat before me. It said, — 

" ' O Alice, I have come to tell you of a very, very ter- 
liblc dream I have bad, a dream you ought to know, and 
one which, if I liad realized before, I should bava been 
happier — happier now ! ' 

"She sighed — and, O, what a eigh was there! — then, 
motioning to the writing-table beside me, she bade me 
take down the words she was going to speak. Mechani- 
cally I obeyed her, when ghe continued as follows, speak- 
ing 80 slowly, and with so many pauses, that, though I 
never seemed to possess the courage to address her, 1 was 
enabled to transcribe ber words faster than she uttered 
them : — 

" 'I was dressing, as you see, to go to coort, when a 
sudden faintness seized upon me ; memory fled, and cdn- 
Bciousness only returned in the form of this horrible vision." 

" Here a shudder of agony seemed to shake her frame, 
find a long pause ensued ore she resumed. 

23 
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""I found mTself on the brink of one of thoHe dreaiy 
chalk cliffa which overhang the sea at B. The air was 
thicker and heavier than night, yet it was not nigbt. AH 
W39 lonely, and vHd, and dreary ; and it seemed as if I 
had stood in that awful solitude for many ages, yet isitbout 
the affinity which belonged to the scene. Why or how I 
catne there I knew not ; yet I felt very, very fearful of — 
I knew not what. Suddenly the ground cracked, parted, 
and rocked beneath my feet. Shrieking in agony, I eaufjht 
at the earth, the blades of grass, the dancing motes of the 
atmosphere, to stay nay fall — in rain! Down, down I 
was hurled ! O, how long I was falling ! Surely I must 
have spent roany years in that eternal descent, for the 
whole of my past life, even to its minutest details, passed 
in solemn march before me as I fell. Not the vivid flashes 
of thought in which distant objects shimmer and then pass 
like bubbles, but rolling masses of jears, unfolding b eleai 
panoramas as marked as the days and hours in which they 
were enacted. I saw my own pale mother, sinking into 
her early grave ; hut the bitter causes of that untimely 
death came with her — my disobedience, my unnatural de- 
sertion, ay, every unkind word, sneer, frown, or forgotten 
folly, which I had ever committed against her, was piled 
up into the funereal pall from which her faded form seemed 
to be emerging. 

" ' I saw dim effigies of young and buoyant hearts, which 
my idleness and coquetry had broken. I saw the number- 
less and bounteous gifts with which God had endowed me 
— the charms of beauty, music, poelry, and wit, fluttering 
around me like butterflies of glorious hues ; then, coiling 
ohoijt my felluw-men, they suddenly changed into serpent 
wreaths, whose sting brought every where death and ruin, 
and ate, with the venomed tooth of vain remorse, into my 
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own despairing heart. I saw faces of weary druilgea wliotn 
I had sa(;nficed to my vanity ; wliile many a, mocking 
image of those 1 had known on earth reviled at me with 
foul grimaces for tke degradiitg disclosiirca of my unfin- 
ished toilet. * 

" ' This, and more, much more, I know, felt, and saw 
during my tremendous fall. I tell you, girl, a thousand 
years must have passed in that flight. At length I landed 
— landed on a distant strand, where atill the thick haze 
clouded my straining vision, and the cold mists hreathed 
around me with icy folds, such as I hod never d«amed of 
even in thought hefore. As I shrank and quivered beneath 
their sweep, mjTiads of ragged forms flitted before me, auch 
as I had seen in my town drires ; and then I wept that I 
had not done something to alleviate their distress — but, 

me, tl\ey were but sbadows 1 — they passed away, and 
visions of a far distant and very bright land swam at times 
through the haze, revealing to m.e the reality of their life, 
and the bitter exchange they had made with me. Lies and 
trivial follies, which I had long forgotten, seemed now to 
assume a shape so tangible, that I felt with shame and 
horror they were trncing themselves upon my garments, 
my brow, my very checks and hands. I stxove to conceal 
myadf from the gaze of those upon whom I distinctly read 
similar evidences of past misdeeds ; but all at once I felt 
as if I had no body, and that my spirit, being that which 
had conceived my actions, received their impression before 
they were given forth, and consequently touk the exact 
form, not only of my earthly shape, but of my every deed, 
thought, or action upon earth. 

" ' Then arose the wild, agonizing wish to change myself. 

1 screamed aloud, that I must go hack to earth, and lead a 
new life, and reform in spirit. I told those who surrounded 



Z«8 



TnZ F&AXTOK MOTKEK, 



Bie, I knew I was not fit to be seen ; that I must do lietter 

— I would do better; Ihat 1 h»d never been tADght, amd 
tliAt* God was not so cruel as to coDdemn me to Ibis torture 
for mj ignorance. Then came a horrible dark figure, abad- 
Qwing fortli the ima^e of a priest I bad known on earth ; 

,Iie (old me I had had the teachings of the ehurch. 1 looked 
on him lu he wot — I knew him for a hypocrite, and a sin- 
ner, and tamed away in loathing. I asked for redemption 

— the blood of JtsuB Christ to wash away my sins, and 
make me tolerable eren in my own eyes. I looked up and 
■aw the iftrible risloa of the cruciHsion, while these words 
rung like thnnder in my ears ; " Not every one who saith 
unto me. Lord, Lord, but he who doelh the will of my 
Father who is in Heaven, be shall be saved." Then I cried 
in despair, Ib there then no salvation ? Again the sboat 
was reechoed, " Work out your own salvation," But how ? 
" By action." Is there then repentance after death ? 
" Thfre is no death" was thundered in my ears ; and 
although the voice that cried was So still and small that 
its vibrations would. Dot have stirred an aspen leaf, yet did 
it seem to fill the whole space of creation, like the peal of 
the last trump- ConAised, overwhelmed with the new 
ideas tliat thronged upon me, the bitter retribution for 
acts loo small ro be graven on the tablet of memory, the 
possibility of progress and atonement beyond the grave, 
I ftiked, in the agony of despair, Where then is hell ? Xo 
voice replied ; but I looked on the woful figures around 
me, on my own deformed spectre, stamped with the im- 
press of a misapcnt life, on the murky atmosphere, made 
thick by the breath of crime, the dismal landscape created 
by my own actions, and the associates to whom my own 
earthly loves had now afRnitized me, and I said, Lo ! I tan 
in " hdl," and 1 my»df have made it. 
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"'Then I thought of, but did not dare to Hsk, for 
heaven ; but, ah me ! Thonght in. spirit life is action, 
deed, reality ; and with the thought came a view ! I 
may not speak of the radia.nt vista that one hrief glance 
presented. The brightest imaginings of earth are poor 
compared to the happy spheres of life and progress which 
dawn on the pure and holy, in their second stage of life. 
I saw them arise from earth, — the school of the spirit, 
— the poor and lowly, the beggar and the cripple, starved, 
naked, and hungrj', with the prizes of sufl'ering and merit 
in their hands ; and the worlds of light that unfolded to 
their tibw would have been cheaply purchased by ages 
of such suffering as they had endured on earth. But 
me, alas '. the while, no dark mementoes of crime were 
branded on my forehead, yet the sins of omission were 
every where around me — pride and vanity, wasted tal- 
ents, perverted gifts, the hell of a. misspent life ; and 
when I saw -the deserts I had to tread, — when I per- 
ceived that to attain to any condition of enjoyment su- 
perior to that of my present retribution. I must begin 
life anew, and even as a little child, undo the past 
by a new future, — I sighed in heaviness of spirit, and 
cried aloud, with Milton's fallen angel, — " Me mis- 
erable 1 " 

" ' One ray of light alone seemed to penetrate the thick 
gloom of my self-created hell — I might yet return to 
earth, and warn mj children, — the neglected human 
Houls committed to my charge, — tell them that not in 
the church, in the pulpit, in another's merit, or iinprnc- 
tlcal faith, but in their own acts and deeds, H every 
footprint they make, in every word they speak, in every 
step they take, or leave undone, — do they create the 
heaven or hell to which their spirits are as infallibly 
23* 



PHAMTOK KOTHBB, 



tending, as !a their mortal frame to the clod of the 
earth ! ' 

" She ceased, and I, gaining Belf.possession from the 
cessation of the agonining tones which had so long rung 
in mj ear, cried out, ' O mother, tell me one thing more ; 
in the name of God, tell tne how and when yon came 
here!' 

" Koising my eyes aa I spoke, I Bought to meet her 
glance ; hut I gazed on vacancy — the empty chair alone 
remained — the pea, ink, the wet writing, and the fear- 
ful tale disclosed, were the only mementoes I ever after 
retained of that awfully thrilling scene. My sisters, on 
their return from the ball, found me insensible. 1 told 
my tale of horror to incredulous and sneering ears ; and 
when, for weeks after, a raging fever consumed my 
memory, the whole flitted indistinctly before me as the 
visiona of delirium only. Not so when, on my weovery, 
I learned that my nnhappy mother had aotilally expired 
on the very selfsame night, and hour, of my terrible 
Tision. She had been found, they said, sitting at her 
toilet, half dressed, but covered with blood — the sud- 
den rupture of a veeael had robbed her of life in the 
vwy hour when she was preparing to insnare all hearts in 
the meshes of her unreal charms. The corpse, I learned, 
had been found with a set of false teeth in her hand, one 
cheek highly rouged, and the other wearing the hue of the 
banner of corruption. 

" My mamiBcript was long secreted from me ; at length 
I found it, on the death of one of my sisters, although I 
ncedea not its awful witness to the vision I had seen, 
every word of which was engraved on my memory 
like the red-hot brand of an immortal Are ! And its 
effects have been, to drive, me into this seclusion, where 
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I have — by Qod's merciful permiasion. — spent this life 
happily, in preparing myself and my aasoeiatea for the 
neit." 

The main facts of the above narrative are drawn from 
the wondrous page of Kti Ufe hlstoiy. 
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HAUNTED HOUSES. — No. 1. 



THE PICTURE SPECTRES.* 



NO subject connected with the philosophy of spirit 
communion pieacnts more remarkable poiats of in- 
terest for the speculative and curious, 'or more serious ap- 
peal for inve align lion to the humanilary and reasoning 
spiritualist, than the vexed question of " haunted houses." 
I shall not offer yovi any of the nttempta to solve the mys- 
teries attending these indisputable evidences of independ- 
ent spirit intelligence, which from time to time have been 
presented to me by vaiious communScationa firom the 
world of causes itself; but 1 will, if acceptable to yourself 
and your readers, offer you a few sketches of well-authen- 
ticated facts, which have come immediately before ths 
range of my own observation in Europe ; always premising 
that I give only such cases as have come within the circle 
of reliable acquaintances, and that in all narratives where 
names are suppressed, I am ready to afford personally such 
information as will enable each one to investigate for him- 
self the details thus presented. 

One of the oldest palatial residences now in esistence 
in England is the" far-famed castle of the earls of what I 
shall call Z. It is one of the very few remains of the 
architecture of the earliest periods, in perfect repair. 
Bastion and tower, donjon and keep, all remain in the 
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sarne feudal condition of ancient grandeur ns when mon- 
archs were fllternately its guests and captives; when the 
NorniaR tyrant and the Red King caroused beneath ita 
stately archeB, and the wassail-bonl sent forth its wreath- 
ing mist Bmitffit the nhouts of Plnntagenet huntsmen and 
Yorkist leaguers. There are many acres of nohle woods, 
lawns, and meudows orouud this fnir domain, and wild and 
harrowing are the tales which people the mighty oaks and 
giant eima with the midnight spectres of the old castle, 
and its legions of phantom knights and ladies. Old men 
tell of hideous sounds, borne on the night winds, echoing 
through the deep solitudes of forest and grove. Children 
and faint-hearted women flit fearfully through the old do- 
main after the first gray shadows of twilight close around 
its nohle walls, and stern history records its Ji^n register of 
mighty wrong and mighty woe, stamping its illegihle mem- 
ories upon hall and bower, rampart and tower. We can- 
liot pause to describe this noble pile, or linger amidst the 
thousand and one fascinating traditions, which cling to 
every waring leaf of its clustering ivy. It must sufRce 
that we call attention to cerfaiu points of its construction, 
necessary to the understanding of what follows. 

The castle is surrounded by a wide torracte some quarter 
of a mile square each way, enclosing the entire file of build- 
ings, with all its inner and outer courts ; on one side of 
this square are situated the offices of the domestics, whilo 
the kennels of one of the most celebrated pack of hounds 
in the country occupy the rear square to these offices. 
Withiu the castle is a magnificent picture gallery, contain- 
ing a famous collection both of works of art and i'amily 
portraits of all periods, from the time of the founders of 
the castle, at the period of the Norman Conquest, down to 
the present day. Of course many of these pictures hare 
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hut a legendary title, and some amongst them can only be 
identified by the period of their costumes, or some collater&l 
evidence of their names and rank. 

There are two pictures in this fine collection, however, 
vhicli deiy any speoulalion on the part of the present pro- 
prietors to christen or identify. There is not even the 
shade of a legend in existence as to whom they were in- 
tended to represent, or how they came to hold a place in 
the stately gallery of the royal and aristocratic dead. 

The family now in possession, being the direct descend- 
ants of the first founders of the castle, are unable to ec- 
count for their being found in their possession ; and, hoId~ 
ing the conservative opinion that their nohie ancestry live 
again in the esclusive dignity of their pictorial associations, 
they have been accustomed to condemn the naknown 
strangers to their own solitary companionship. Tlus is by 
no means an undignilied one, however ; for the one picture 
represents a striltingly handsome nohle of the time of 
Henry VII., while the other images a. splendidly-altired 
dame of a period at least two centuries later. The portrait 
of the lady is the most interesting of the two. I have 
never seen it, but it has been described to me by one of 
its owners as •depicting a singularly marked and malign 
countenance, with traces of extreme sorrow, and yet 
" vengeaiice " in the expression ; tears on tho cheek, ad- 
mirably painted ; a dagger in one band, and a timepiece in 
the other- The picture is wonderfully expressive of deep 
meaning, and a story by no means terminated, ns is ev- 
idenced by the attitude of woe and evident anticipation in 
which the figure stands. The fact of both of these por- 
traits being unknown has led to the solecism of associating 
them together, although their costunres evidence that they 
are portraits of persona who must have existed at different 
and remote periods. 
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On a certain fine autumnal night, about five and twenty 
years ago, five of tile maid-servants, occujnod in the laun- 
dry r>f the castle, prepared to dresB themselves some two 
hours htibre daybreak, with a. view of making arrange- 
ments for n customary sis weeks' wash. They had been 
much disturbed during the night with the unusual baying 
of the hounds, wlioae kennels (as we before stated) were 
situated at the square of tlie castle, opposite to the domes- 
tics' apartraenta. Among this highly -trained pack, such 
Bounds were so unusual that the girls speculated upon tha 
probability of their being occusioncd by the death of one of 
the keepers, sporting doga being, as is well knoivn, pain- 
fully afiected by the presence of the " grim destroyer." 

As the night was remarkably fine, and the moon shone 
through the diamond panes of the windows ivith brilliant 
radiance, the maids did not strike a light to dress by, and 
one of them opened and leaned out of the window to 
enjoy the tranquil beauty of the scene. She soon drew ia 
Lor bead, hoivever, calling to her companions to come and 
look at the people walking on the terrace below. This 
tbey did, and the whole party, five in number, distinctly 
beheld in the strong, clear light of the moon, shining with 
a. lustre little inferior to daylight, a lady and gentleman 
arm in arm, very slowly parading on the terrace below, and 
evidently passing firom one comer of the castle to the 
farther one. 

The walk, as we have stated, is about a quarter of a mUe 
in length, and, as the couple moved on in slow and stately 
march, the astonished. party above had full five minutes ia 
which to make their observations ; and these assured them 
that they were looking upon no members of the household, 
nor any faces they had ever before beheld. On the con- 
trary, the features of each were disagreeable, pale, and, as 
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the girls oil dedaied, xepulaive to look upon. Their 
dresses were " strange," and, upon llieir subsequent esain- 
inatioD, were accurately described aa tallying in every 
detail with the remarkable pictures to which aUuMon haa 
been made. 

At the end of the straiglit walk on that side of the castle 
the figures turned the comer and disappeared ; but while 
the maidens remained in wonder and speculation for some 
time at the windows, watching for the possible reappear' 
ance of the Ktrangers, the unusual baying of the hounds 
su^ested the probability that they were actually passing 
the locale of the kennda, and were the influencijig cause 
of the disturbance which had preriously occnrred in that 
quarter. A few minutes more of silence ensued, and then, 
to the amazement of the watchers, from the opposite end, 
at which they had disappeared, the ghostly patrol re- 
emerged, and alowlj- and eolemnly renewed their march 
along the terrace. As they neared the window, one of the 
terrified girls uttered a loud exclamation, when both faces 
were simultaneously raised, and the very ghastly appear- 
ance they presented so shocked one of the witnesses that 
she fell into a fit of hysterics, and remained at the window 
in the arms of her companion, shrieking violently. Her 
cries attracted some of the grooms, who occupied a floor 
below ; and they, raising their windows to inquire into the 
cause of the alarm, had tHc still composed figures pointed 
out to them ere they receded, and again turned the angle 
of the walls. 

CalUng eagerly to each other from different windows, 
the two parties, now increased to twelve or fourteen per- 
sons, remained at the windows, Again, at the regular in- 
terval, succeeded the dismal wail of the dogs, the deep 
silence attributed to their passing the fourth side of the 
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cri9tle ; nnd again, in view of the lehole parly, the iinmorcd 
forma of the berutfcd, bcarilnd carulier, and the high- 
heeled, vast-hooped dame, of a later age, stalked before 
their eyes. This time, however, all was confuBion. The 
■women filled the air with shritiks, and the men made a 
simultaneous rush to the apartments of the chatelaine 
of the castle, to obtain the keys and institute a search. 
Tliis same chatelaine was the Coimtess Z., a lady of un- 
daunted courage, firmness, and calm, resolute purpose. 
The instant she was apprised of an alarm, before she could 
eTen be informed of the details, she herself joined the 
searchers, nnd in her own person unlocked every well- 
secured gate which gave access to the castle terrace. Bolts 
nnd bars were each oarefuUy examined and carefully with- 
drawn by the deliberate hand of the listening countess. 
She was soon joined by several of her sons, one of whom 
repeated to me the detoils of this narration. Search was 
mode in every direction in vain. From without the walls 
dU access was found to be utterly impossible. From within 
the only egress was entirely dependent on the keys, which 
invariably hung at the countess's bed's head. The keepers 
of ths hounds, who lodged loilkoal the walia, had noticed, 
and in vain endeavored to quiet, the perturbation of their 
dogs, which they, too, remarked was aroused at regular 
intervals. At length, and just before the general alarm, 
they perceived two figures patroling the terrace, and were 
even then engaged in speculating upon the singularity of 
their appearance, and the remarkable effect their passing 
the kennels had upon the dogs. 

It is only necessary to add, that in the presence of all 
the inmates of the castle, together with several magistrati's 
and clergymen of the district, the affair was promptly and 
carefully investigated, and, notwithstanding the offer of 
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▼cry iMgo rewards, no light has ever jet been throvn on 
the Bubject. 

For many weeks the family were scarcely able to prorare 
the altcndaocc of a single fcm&le serrant, and neither wit 
nor wisdom, money nor power, has erer yet been able lo 
explain the appearance, indubitably confirmed and widely 
verified by so man; witneEseB. It is needless to quote the 
opinions of the busy tattlers of the neighborhood. The 
family and inhabitants of tbe castle were long silent on the 
subject, in obedience to the stem mandate of the countess, 
their mother and mistress. In my own time 1 have again 
and again conversed with one of the members of this fam- 
ily — one who was present on the first alarm — a m»n of 
strong, sound sense, a magistrate, a '^ senator," and a de- 
termined opponent of every thing like " superstitious 
belief;" yet all bia wisdom, strength, learning, and scep- 
ticism resolTC Ibemsclvcs into the highly satisfactory con- 
clusion " that il is one of those things that never could he, 
and, in his opinion, nerer will be, accounted for," 
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HAUNTED HOUSES. — No. 2. 

THE SANDFOllD GHOST. 



IN Europe, the ewstence of b. house wliich bears an " evil 
report" {as the phrase goea) is of auch common OGCur- 
rence, that a Inrge town or suburb without such an ajipend- 
flge is the exception, not the rule. We need not, of 
course, attempt to analyze the claims of such mansions to 
their horriiic reputation, hut makiDg due allowance for the 
tendency of human nature to exaggerate, we have in all 
ages too inarvy incontrovertihle pTidencee of spiritual mani- 
festations attaching to certain localities, to need proof or 
justify doubt that wood and stones can act as mediums for 
the manifestations of diaemhodied spirits. 1 do not mean 
now to defend or illustrate this position. I make it as bq 
assertion, and proceed to quote one of the few cases in point, 
which has come under my own immediate cognizance, less 
to add my drop to the ocean of testimony than to form a 
basis for the remarks which are to follow. 

It is now some thirty years ago since my mother (then a 
young unmarried girl) went to reside with her parents at 
the small collegiate to(vii of Tiverton, in Devonshire, Eng- 
land. It was summer time, and, during her first evening in 
the place, she remarked with surprise the immense throng 
of carriagEs which woke up the echoes of the quiet, secluded 
square in which she resided, all passing one way, and seem- 
ingly crowding forth at one especial hour. Upon inquiry. 
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she learned that her Lost (a doctor, and the mflyot of the 
town) was going to join the throng, and that the object of 
the asaemhla^e (of whom the pvincipnl portion were eltrgif- 
men of the Episcopal church) was to proceed to the village 
of Sandford, some four or five miles distant, tliere, in solemn 
and reverend conclave, to spend the night in a certain 
haunted house, for the purpose of '■'laying the ghost." 
The " IroiiHe" which altached itself to the house in ques- 
tion was of several years' standing, and consisted in the 
most unaccoiiii table noise — the opening of doors, the pat- 
tering of footsteps, knoekinga, ringings of hells, and divers 
similar annoyances. The house had been occupied by va- 
rious tenants, none of whom had found courage to endure 
these unwelcome accompaniments of their domestic priva- 
cy i finally, after the owner of the property had exhausted 
every resource in iruitless efforts to detect the origin of the 
distiitbaaces, he had induced n family to occupy it rent bee, 
in the hope of outliving the nuisance. 

Thus it was at the time when my mother's family first 
made its acquaintance ; the haunted house presented the 
appearance of a country store, or what is called in England 
B. general shop. The noisen, however, were so perpetual 
and incessant, that the rillagers passing in open day could 
distinctly hear the poundings, as the papers of the day de- 
scribed them, going on " incessantly like the tup of a shoe- 
maker's hammer." After nightfall, as may be imagined, 
the timid and superstitious inhabitants of the place daied 
not venture within the ghost-ridden precincts, ■nhile doc- 
tors, divines, lawyers, and politicians assembled nightly to 
hold coUoquios with the invisible breakers of the public 
peace. 

I am not bo fortunate as to possess any publishea record 
at present of the doings and sayings of the " Sandford 
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gJiaat tribunal ; " but I have read them in the papers of the 
day, and from the evidence of my own relatives the details 
arc familiar to me. It Beema that when the ghost-layera 
were assembled in midnight conclave, the order of the ses- 
sion was as follows : a targe ivooden table was placed in 
the centre of a certain room, which the ghost especially de- 
lighted to honor ; round this table the gentlemen would 
seat themselves, and proceed to question the rapper in en- 
aetly the same manner as we use in our modem investiga- 
tions. 

For instance, several coins would he placed upon the 
table, nnd their number demanded, and distinctly given by 
the rapa. The number of persons present, their ages, and 
(by the alphabet) a correct account of their several profes- 
sions, were all points which could be rapped out with un- 
failing exactitude, and evidenced, even to these perplexed 
investigators, the presencG of unacen iiUdligence of some 
kind. Through the medium of the raps, the sitters were 
informed that the agent was a spirit, a female, and ono 
who had terminated a notorioasly iniquitous career by a 
violent death some years since. These responses were in- 
variable at every session, whoever was present, together 
with many other points of local interest to the inquirers. 
Now, it seems perfectly evident, that although the united 
wisdom of a neighborhood famous fur its learning and 
piety, aa is this nursery of students training for the church, 
could discover and pronounce, through the medium of the 
public press, that n mysterious and tremendous imjiosture 
existed somewhere, yet, for three whole yearn, (during 
which time the house perpetually changed inhabilantg, and 
was subject to every possible scrutiny and search.) the ori- 
^n of the said imposture was never brought to light. The 
mixture of wilflil ignorance and conservatism which pre- 
24* 



282 



BA.VVTKD HOUSES. 



vailed in this inqnirj' one slight fact will evidence, A Mr. 

Collon, a clergyman of high reputation, and famoua as the 
author of the celebrated I.acon, and many other works of 
science and geniu?. aller having been most active in the m- 
vestigations of this matter, gave it as his opinion that " the 
mystery nrrer would be snlisfactorilij cUared up." What 
eay the " big wiga" then ? Wliy, even this : that the said 
Mr. Coltoti (being what the New Englanders call a remark- 
ably sm'arl man) might be a ventriloquist, and in all proba- 
bility was the actual author of the whole aifair. Thereupon 
ensued n pnper war between the aspersed divine and the 
editor of the leading Tiverton journal, the whole ending in 
Mr. Coltoii's departure for a foreign country, and the con- 
tinuance of the disturhunce with renewed vigor. Again, 
aa a material cause for the nuisance must be found, the 
magnates pitched upon a poor soldier of somewhat ques- 
tionablc rcputatioD, who had returned fram the war, and 
was, with his parents, one of the free tenants of the obn03- 
iou9 mansion. 

To lest the truth of this idea, the suspected impostor waa 
aubjected to rigorous surveillance, and finally spirited away 
out of the village on board a foreign war ship. But all 
was in vain ; neither the absence of the learned scholar, 
nor the ignorant soldier, could affect the indomitable perse- 
verance of the Sandford invisible. Over and over were her 
fantastic freaks demonstrated, until the harassed inhabit- 
ants of the possessed dwelling declared their intention of 
finally resigning their free quarters to their unwelcome co- 
tenants. Then it was that the materinlily of the persecu- 
tion seemed to have reached its height. Th% family of 
the shopkeeper was a large one, and among them one little 
girt, of about ten years old, seemed to suffer the most from 
the malevolence of the ghost. She afi&a complained with 
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annoyaiice, but no fear, of an ugly old woman, whom she 
could sec in a comer of the room, making frightful gri- 
maces at her. The parent* declared before a magistrate 
that the child suffered mueti from this VMion, and repeatedly 
called upon others to look at what seemed to lier too palpa- 
ble to he unseen by any one else. Now, when it one day 
happened that this very same child was found dead upon 
the hearthstone of the haunted room, the excitement which 
had floated like a flying gust around the neighborhood 
broke out into a perfect hurricane, and although a coroner's 
jury found a verdict that the child had come to its death 
from burning, — but whether by fire or lightning there was 
no evidence to show, — the awe-Hlruck Sandfordites could 
not he persuaded that any other agent than (he demoniac 
Tision 80 often, encountered and described by the little vic- 
tdm had thus finally accomplished hei deetruction. This 
calamity, however, determined the instant removal of the 
family, which, even after the child's death, was delayed by 
the following circumstance : The matron of the house was 
unexpectedly confined, and the doctor, at whose house my 
mother and family were staying, was called upon to attend 
her. It was of course necessary to procure a nurse, and 
Dr. G. complained bitterly that the superstition of the 
neighbors prevented the poorest of the feranlcs from enter- 
ing the dreaded mansion in that capacity. Having at length 
succeeded in obtaining the necessary attendant from a long 
distance from the scene of tenor, he concluded the accouche- 
ment would proceed in all due form, Not so, however : 
the new nurse seemed to be as especial a subject for the 
malevolence of the invisibles as tlie deceased child ; for 
she, having been put to sleep for convenience in the haunt- 
ed room itself, at once became the target of an incessant 
ipecies of persecution. She was not permitted to rest day 
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or night ; and as the climax to ter torment, tbe doctor wm 
summoned one morning to attend her, and found her con- 
fined to tier bed from the effects of bruises, which covered 
her whole boJy with blue and black marks, and which ahe 
solemnly affirmed, m the presence of a magiatrate, she had 
received during the night from an invisible band, which she 
ftU, but could not aee, violently belaboring her with what 
Becmed to her to feel like " a stone." When at length her 
cries for help aroused the other inmatea of the house, the 
hand was withdrawn, and she and her terrified asaistanla 
distinctly heard a bumping sound, as of a large stone mov- 
ing by its own vohtion across the room and out at the door. 
Now, my authority for this incident, the worthy and ven- 
erable doctor himself, bore testimony to the pitiable condi- 
tion and bruiaed limbs and body of this womao, adding, 
" It is a dreadful but actual fact, that she whom I sent to 
that house, one week ago, a hale, hearty, and very stout 
countrywoman, is now a miserably emaciated'looking ob- 
ject, worn away to a. very shadow; and it would be positive 
murder to keep her there one hour longer." The nest 
incideut which attaches to a residence in this terrible 
abode took place at the sole of the furniture, which ensued 
the very first hour that the mother of the family became 
convalescent. The auctioneer, who was intimately ac- 
quainted with my grandi'athcr and mother, related to them, 
that as he was making an inventory of the goods in the 
dreaded room itself, (but in broad daylight, be it remem- 
bered,) an old lady entered the room, and, without noticing 
him, proceeiled to open and aystematically rummage a ward- 
robe which stood near him. The auctioneer, deeming it to 
he one of the elder members of the family, made no remark 
for some time ; at length he was summoned to partake of 
the family dinner, and left th« room and the old lady stiU 
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busy at her occupation. Concluding, however, that she 
was about to follow, he cnlored the dining room, took his 
own seat, snd courteously placed another for his late com- 
panion. 

On being questioned why ho did ao, he replied, it was 
for the old lady in the next room, who was coming to din- 
ner ; but he soon found that the family was all assembled, 
and that they had no knowledge of any such person as he 
described, except as identifying her with the visions which 
had so totmcnted the poor deccancd child. 

Afler this, the house remained tenantless for many 
months, yet still the visitations continued. At a con- 
siderublo distance from the place the rappings could be 
heard both night and day ; lights were often seen flashing 
through the deserted rooms at night, and, it was added, 
figures also. On one occasion, the workmen who were 
empbyed by the owner of the property to rip up the 
boanls and esamine the walls, were occupied in the 
haunted chamber, when a missile, of some kind not dis- 
covered, was thrown within an inch of one of their heada, 
passing from the outer window through the chamber, and 
out at another window, with such extreme nicety, that the 
height and breadth of the holes in the two windows were 
found to correspond to a hair's breadth ; they were, more- 
orer, as round as a bullet, and, until the house fell into 
entire deray, and the whole of the windows were broken, 
the one window with its mathematically formed hole ivas 
viewed with equal awe and curiosity by admiring passen- 
gers. At length it waa found impossible to procure men 
who would work in the house at all. The invisible ham- 
mers were drumming around them, unaccountable voices 
shouting in their cars ; and dangerous missiles being per- 
petually projected from unseen hands, made their labors 
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BOt only most repugnant, but actuaQy dangenms. In 5ae, 
although the papers blazed, the mBgistratee legislated, the 
owner lendered unheard-of rewards, divinea prayed, and 
whole parties of martial heroes sat up during the Ilveioog 
night, until they were fairly scared out by tbe sight of 
their own swords drawn and brandished above their heads, 
a» ihey testified on oath, by an invisible agent, the mys- 
tery remained unujlved. The honse fell into decay, abhor- 
rence, and oblicion ; and unless the manifestations of 
modem spiritualism can throw a light on tbe subject, I 
cannot pretend otherwise to explain away any of the mys- 
teries of which I have become the mere narrator from 
sources whose veracity is oa unquestionable as truth itself. 

What I would infer Irom this Sandford ghost affair is 
simply ttiis : First, that it corresponds in every particular 
with the manifes tat tons of the last ten years in this coun- 
try ; and geconiiiy, that in this, as in all other inilaocea 
which have sufficient warranty to claim our attenlioa, the 
instances where wood aad stone are proved to be mediums 
for the manifest a tioDB of spirits are almost invariably those 
where the life principle has been recklessly wasted. I 
■peak not now of such demonstrations as were exhibited 
in the case of Dr. Phelps's family. The presence of one 
or two strong physical force mediums was there clearly 
evidenced ; nor were the manifestations confined, as in 
the case of " haunted houses," to one locality, but, I 
repeat, where the latter is the case, we never fail to find a 
violent death associated with the traditionary character of 
the bouse. 

Mot need we in this confound the eSect of a super- 
Btillous remembrance of such a fact with the philosophical 
cause which mai/ exist for such manifestations — causes 
which mv spirit friends explain to me as follows : Every 
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tiling that has life has medium power. The vegetable, 
minern], insect, am! unimal kingdom are each and all, in 
their several capacities, sympathetic agents or conductors 
of that electric power which ia to all creatioa what soul 
is to body, acid spirit to soul. Neither does wood, stone, 
mineral or vegetable substance, lose its electric power by 
the act which severs it from the parent roek, tree, or stem. 
The iliomond grows in the mine, but not in the ring ; the 
tree expands is its native soil, but contracts and decays in 
the floor, bench, or table. The life principle is severed 
with its own severance from the toot or rock which gave 
it birth ; but even in decay the vital principle of creation, 
electricity, still lingers, and while there, attracts in a 
greater or less degree such objects as comif within the 
■phere of its magnetism. In our still very imperfect 
knowledge of the wonderful agencies of electricity and 
Tan^netism, we are unable to determiae correctly bow far 
inanimate substances may act as conductors, or what vast 
magnetic results may yet be discovered from combinations 
hitherto undreamed of. The scientific world is yet in its 
infancy ; and as our interior sight begins to open, and the 
belief in spirit materiality and connection with the grosser 
elemcnls of nature begins to daivn upon us, we learn to 
place magnetism at the helm and electricity at the tiller 
trhen vie venture forth into the broad ocean of philosoph- 
ical discovery to which the science of spirit communion 
aeeras to point the way, and no longer smile with sov- 
ereign contempt at the mysteries of '"crystals and divining 
cups," or treat as altogether ridiculous the idea that pre- 
vailed among the orders of ancient priesthoods, namely, 
that the scientific combinations of metallic substances and 
precious stones were consequential in creating that sphere 
bj which they professed to hold commuuioa with the 
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trm-ld of Epiriti. Be tliis as it may, the deTelopmeats a! 
tlie present century aitme ate safficient eridence that an 
inrisible intelligence — one whose main chaiacteristic is 
its iilentity with the departed of earth — is now among as, 
doe* hold communion with humanity, and does hold that 
communion through the medium of some quality, as preva- 
lent in some organizations as it is essentially lacldng in 
others. 

The favorite theory of reltgioui spiritualists, or those in 
whom the ideal rather than the philosophical prevails, is, 
that this medinm power depeads mainly on the quality and 
character of the mind ; but every day eiperience proves 
this view of the case to be fallacious. The pure naturally 
affinitise with the pure — that is an axiom none can deny ; 
hence we do not look for the degrading communications 
of vice and infamy through the lips of a pure medium. 

In another pkce I shall ahoT that, though such an 
anomaly may occur, it is almost impossible that it should 
be of frequeot occurrence; yet do we find, upon incoo- 
troYcrtible evidence, the fact that spirit manifestalious are 
more or less regulated by organism, health, weather, mag- 
netic influences, and many other causes of a purely exter- 
nal nature. Thus is it, then, say my spirit &ieods, that 
the magnetism of a certain spirit, being still corresponden- 
tial with his magnetism while in the form, seeks out and 
can communicate with infinitely more facility through a 
medium wliosc magnetism forms a satisfactory battery, 
whereby the electric telegraph of mind may be worked. ' 
We are all familiar with instances in which a spirit in 
strong affinity with some beloved earth-friend has yet been 
unable to find one among mafiy mediuiua of opposite devel- 
opments whom he could control suffioienlly to convey one 
message, even although he might satisfactorily express 
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another. In the matter of haunted housca, however, the 
spirits iiiform me that the eDianntions ivhieh proceed from 
tliemselves, when they, in perishing violently, are in a still 
earthly or hiimanitary condition, are so gross and irahued 
Blill so entirely with the earth's affinities that they cling to 
the place of their departure, and attaching to the wood or 
stone where they first emanate from the brokca casket 
of humanity, form a medium of itstll', whereby, on subue- 
quent occasions, they can return and mtmifi-st their pres- 
ence without any additional human mediittotial exhalation. 
When, in addition to this provision, derived in fact from 
the wasted oil of their own life principle, the spirits of the 
murdered dead have engraved oa their souls the form of 
an evil life, and their earthly aftlnitica in consequence aro 
of an uiiuBUiilly gross and earthly tendency, their love for 
sui;h. manifestations may ba understood ; and although wo 
have nothing in modern spiritualiam to justify the vulgar 
Buporstition that the spirits of evil doers, especially when 
they have endured a violent death, are doomed, to return 
to the scene of their last agony in retributive uiireat, we 
can still comprehend why gross natures delight in such 
gross manifestations — why their evil propensities attract 
them back to a sphere far more in affinity with evil tlian 
the progressive life of the spheres ; and hy accepting and 
following out my very imperfect attempt to show wherein 
a house or locality may be made a medium for spirit man- 
ifestations, even through the emanations of a death in the 
midst of life, I think philoaophors will find no difficulty in 
accounting for the singular phenomena presented by what 
is called haunted houses. 

25 
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CHKISTMAS STORIES.— No. 1. 

THE Sl"RANGEa GUEST. 
Air nTciDENT potmsED os tact.* 



IN no nation is the pride of intellect and philosophi- 
cal intelligence more remnrtobly developed than in 
Germany. 

Individually and nationally, the Germans exhibit the 
Etrange anomaly of the most vivid ideality and the most 
stolid "rationalism." The essence of their literature ia 
spiritualistic, the philosophy of their religion almost bar- 
baric in its materialism. The modern German is a living 
Ulustration of overweening intellectual intelligence, devel- 
oped to a high pitch, and resulting in ho much aelf-reli- 
ance and self- appreciation, that, in the contemplation of 
his own attainments, the creature identifies himself with 
the Creator, and at length originates the nrrogant phan- 
tasm that his wonderful organization, scientific develop- 
ments, and keen perceptive faculties ate the result of some 
" law of being," some aelf-creative principle, and not the 
&int leflectioa of a. lustre derived from the source of all 
light and intelligence — the Deity himself. 

There are others who acknowledge a supernal source for 
the bright emanations of mind which every wbcro illumi- 

• Written R>r " The Christian Splritudlal," In IBtfl. 
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nate the world ; but these, with the national ohliquity of 
viaioa which wili not recognize the Architect in his works, 
deify the sun, moon, and stars, the grans of the field, and 
the atoms of the air ; nnd, while calling God nature, reduce 
themselves (the crowning glory of creation) to b dependence 
for life and hcing on the lowest and moat inferior of God'a 
works — inanimate being. 

I do not desire to enter into & disquisition on the charac- 
teristics of Germany, the moat interesting of literary na- 
tions ; and I only thus allude to the discrepancies tietweea 
their intelligence and its use, to point more forcibly the 
eingviliir fact that in no country upon the earth are the 
inanimate germs of spiritualism more rife than in Germany 
— the land of the weird huntsman and the gnome, the 
Tiaionnry undine and the beneficent sylph ; the land of 
legend and music, both the children of one birth, and that 
birth the Spirit within, which Gver whispers to man that 
the sou! lives after death, and after death returns to earth 
and communicates, It is this interior conviction, this in- 
voluntary recognition of the second stage of man's exist- 
ence, which has in all ages been stigmatized as supersti- 
tion. We shall not now discuss its nature, but its origin 
we trace as coeval with the earliest records ; while the 
prevalence of auporstition, or those ideal imaginings which 
are perpetually intcrwea\'i&g the supernatural with the 
natorvd in German tradition, writings, and life, flourish in 
exnctly inverse ratio to that universal recognition of Deity 
which wo call religion. Flourish, however, it does ; and 
in consideration of the invariable law of cause and effect, 
we arc led to designate the Germans aa among the most 
receptive of nations to Bpiritustl inspirations ; nay, more, 
we can trace it in their wildest legends as well as in their 
anomalous lives and opinions — the ever-active presence of 
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an Dtiteide intelligence, wamng ai^ainst the philoaoptjes of 
schoolmeu aod the dogmatism of colleges. 

It 'A'Bs during one of the many orgumeDts upon the ide- 
ality and superstition opposed to the stolidity and sccpti- 
cbm of the German character, which I was once in the 
habit of holding wiili my German teacher, that be commu- 
nicated to me the substance of any little legends within 
the scope of his own experience, alike Illustrative of my 
estimate of their character, and the existence of undefined 
spiritualism among them. 

One day this esteemed friend opened our usual discus- 
sion in the following manner : — 

" I have just received a letter fronu blind Albert, an- 
nouncing to me his speedy dissolution. Let me see," — 
referring to the letter. — "the 16lh of February — even 
so. This very day, then, closes his long- protracted and 
useful career. W)iat a pity so fine on organization should 
resolve itself into the atoms which make up this dusty, 
crumbling earth, while the busy, active spirit will be ab- 
sorbed in mere immaterial atmosphere ! " 

" I will not now combat your miserable theory of anni- 
hilation," I replied; " but pray inform me who is the blind 
Albert, who writes to you without eyesight ? and how does 
he know that ho is to die to-day ?" 

" You smile, my friend ; Albert will not die by the rope 
or the axe. His peculiar organization is identical with what 
your Scotchraun calls ' second sight ;' he is an unerring 
seer, or prophet ; and I call him blind Albert, as his ordi- 
nary sobriquet, derived from ft very singular passage in 
his early life. Shall I tell it you ':" 

" By all means; your German incidents are generally 
singulaj ; they are so weird and supernatural, coming, too, 
from such matter-of-fact subjects." 
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"NnJ", then, you muHt gratify your curiosity st the 
expense of your patience, and e'en make a tranalalion 
of blind Albert's legend. I wiU bring It for your next 
lesson." 

Reader. I give you that translation, imperfectly ron- 
dered, indeed, hut with more fidelity to the test than 
respect for the English grammar. Its peculiar feature may 
bear evidence to the fact that German legendary lore is 
not all. Sctitioua ; and apirititatism, with its mysterious 
presence, is ever ready to respond to the unaccountable in 
the present aa In the past generations of man's history. * 



LEGEND OF THE STRANGEH OTJEST. 



What b beautiful season is Christmas in a remote Ger- 
man town ! It iHHttera not that the 'bitter, bitter north 
opens his icy storehouse, and locks up every object in his 
lelentleas chains. It matters not that the freezing wind 
cots into the shivering frame, fettering the mighty universe 
in his frosen hands, and stagnating with his numbing influ- 
ence every thing in life and rlkture, until the frost king 
reigns supreme over all, except the warm, palpitating hu- 
man heart, which ever seems to respond to the voice of 
the chilling tyrant with such a hearty, joyous halloo, that 
it fairly drives the shivering old king off lo the mountain's 
top. or to float on t)ie heavy wave, and makes his reign 
seem the merriest, drollest, laugh -provoking period of the 
whole year round. 

Only look bow the jolly old burghers, tricked out in 

their Siberian mufflers, waddle along the crowded streets, 

shaking their canes at laughing little urchins, privi. 

leged, by thp joyous season, to hold up their tiny paper 
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of u tpalDgrtx, wftd-drifial Meia Hm, like loaRelf, — 
and hut joa wQI Km Okrutmu prepnatiaaa tbal will 
make ^ont Toy keart leap again. Suek red, led cliaiawl 
files ! sad * ^onoos stean esnfing front rast caldroB* 
above diein ! wbOe all anond brigtil berries, cheerfiil ever- 
greeriK, and &iiciAiQj embtAmed Itttle mKtiptiaaa bespeak 
the appmarfiing erentide, wlien the Bwect tennmB of kin- 
dred hearts meet to celebrate a seaaoB t^ whose real mean- 
ing the Germaiu have so vami an appccviatioa in a poetical 
sense, bat so little in a rtltgious or aetmal sense. 

But indeed we most on, followiDg hard and bst in tfae 
footsteps of two figures careering along the path which 
leads to the ferr)-. Mark them, and tou will recognise the 
Tcry impersonations of Cliristmas, with all its esterior exi- 
genc)', and its interior jocnndilj of spirit. Thej aresfm 
JOUOg men in the Tery pride of adolescence, and though 
their dress displays more of the jantiness of yoath than 
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the requirements of the season warrant, 3-ct they we well 
protected agninst its inclemency, for the wann, gushing 
springs of human love and kindness are illuminating their 
: hondaome features, heaming in their intelligent eyes, thick- 
ening tlie very nap on their somewhat worn overcoats, and 
kughing out in pure glee in every hearty greeting they ei- 
fhange with responsive passengetB. 

They are brothers evidently, and evidently closely allied, 
in spirit at least, to a cortiiin hupe, shaggy, rollicking four- ■ 
footed companion, who, careering around them, dashing into 
every imaginable place where a huge dog ought not to go, 
is being perpetually whistled back and remonstrated with, 
as perpetually to renew his miademcanora, and aa perpetu- 
ally to e^ccite the laughter or the reprimand, the ily cheer 
or approving caress, of his two young masters. And now 
they reach the aim of their Christmas walk — rather a 
Strange one, too, for it is a lone ferry houae, so desolate 
and Eo remote that even in summer the rushes by the river 
bank whistle a mournful requiem to the sun, which seems 
to have died a natural death in his attempt to illuminate 
the dark pine wood in the rear ; and now in winter the 
frost king has it all his own way. 

Yea, indeed, it is veri/, very cold ; for even the two joy- 
ous young pedestrians, with the very warm hearts and the 
threadbare overcoats, shiver, and e^press a hope that ISu- 
geno, dear Eugene, will soon arrive ; and then, to negative 
the selfishness of thia wish, they all at once set themselves 
to thinking what a cold, dreary voyage he will have up the 
half-frozen river — dangerous, too, it may prove among the 
masses of ice which render the navigation so uncertain and 
perilous ; and then they became very grave and very anx- 
ious, and the great wolf dog, " Faoat," sympathizing in 
their feelings by the inevitable links of intuition, foltowa 
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them into tlie tenj boiue with a boIrdd gait aad apecnl*- 
ti'e droop of die can ; ud as the; Ulk nqndlj' over tfac 
difficulties Bod dangers which thetr dew tricnd (wbom thej 
have come to meet; toav encomiter, Faiut crouches tfown 
in • subdued frsme of micd. and blinks his efes reproach' 
fullj at the broad expanse of the half-&tnea rivFr. Eu- 
gene, the SAiiously-espected firirad, was, it stems, the 
betrothed of Estelle, the almost idolized sister of tile two 
• young men now lodged at the fetry house. Thej had been 
kmg betiotLed, but too poor to mart; until Eugene had 
becotne the inheritor of a little fortune from a distant 
rdatiTe. 

He bad gone to a distant town to transact the bnainess 
attending his increase of wealth, was bow returning, and, 
please God, (as the brothers, in strict confidence, told the 
ferr^niBii and every one else within their bearing,) thia same 
Chri«tma» day wu to make Eugene and Estelle maa »d 
wife. The marriage cercmonjr was to take place in ibe 
evening at the house of Est«lle's parents, with a wbola 
townahip assembled to witness their joy ; and yet — and 
yet — the snsiously- expected bridegroom had not arrived. 
"'Twaa very diatressing." The ferrymttn thought not — 
'twas only natural at this season of the year. 

At least it was an anxious moment for them. The hard- 
hearted ferryman denied it. " If notlung happened to the 
vessel it would come safe ; vesaels always did when they 
were not wrecked, or fouDdered, or burnt." 

Still ttie anxious brolhera persisted it was strange ; why, 
bow late il was ; the diligence bud made two circuits, and 
was again starting on ita third tour; and every body knew 
how sluggish that old diligence was. 

The fi-rrj'inan puffed at his long pipe. The last proposi- 
tion wu unanswerable ; then he slowly removed its stem 
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fiom Ilia lips, and, pointing with an ineflable look of 8U- 
perioricj to the river, first directed his companions' atten- 
tion to the masaea of floating ice, and then to the distant 
iriew of a laboring boat beinj; gradually towed towards 
them — nearer and nearer it comes, until it actually ap- 
proaches within range of the open jaws of Faust, who was 
harking a vocifi^rous welcome to tha long and ansiously- 
espectcd Eugene. 

" A merry Christmas to you — a jolly wedding, dearest 
EstcUe. The darling old folk^t, and the precious little 
ones, how are they all ? Poor old Fauat too ! Good dog- 
gie ! the first to see me; and now, the baggage — hold, 
hold ! don't touch that case, officer, for the universe I The 
first peep there must be for my pretty Estelle herself." 

Here follows a general laugh and — " Ah, sly dog, a wed- 
ding present, eh ! and now into the house with ye, trunka 
aud all ; we must wait for that crawling old caterpillar of 
a diligence, and what, O ferryman ! here's good cheer in- 
deed ! Schnapps and beer hot, and sparkling wine, where 
a moment before bad been only an old empty deal table." 

" All right, sir," quoth the grim ferryman, wonderfully re- 
laxed in mirth and jollity ; " we'll drink to the bride and 
bridegroom, and then, hey for the wedding ! Here's to ye, 
mein herr, and to you too, mein charming Frnulein." 

" Why, who on earth is that absurd old ferryman bowing 
and scraping to? — a strange lady? "Who is it, Hermann? 
Did she not come with you, Eugene?" asked the elder 
brother. " Not at all, my brother ; but perhaps the lady 
is waiting for some one from on board. Alas ! I was tlio 
only pnsaenger, and she will be dbappointed." Then, 
doffing his fur cap, the young man respectfully inquired if 
the silent stranger was waiting for any one — should he 
inquire, or could he assist her, &a. 
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The Indy half rose, amiled, thanked him. and replied she 
wae not waiting fur any one. How strange I thought tJie 
young men, escbangiug glances. The brothers, loo, fan- 
cied they had not remarked her presence there before. 

Her words, though few and simple, were given in a tone 
of such peculiar and tliriUIng sweetness, that the young 
men, chained to the spot, etood, hat in hand, waiting for an 
opportunity lo Bay more. 

The stranger saw their design, and humored it. *'I 
have been present," she said, " listening to your ansious 
specuktiona on your friend's arrival ; permit me to atone 
for the involuntary confidence, by eongratulating him on hia 
safety." 

" Hgw much I thank you. sweet lady! " replied Eugene, 
responding to the deep interest in the tone rather tlian the 
words of the stranger ; and then, whilst waiting for the 
weary diligisnce to remove their baggage, they all sat round 
the stove, the fair stranger of course in the warmest corner, 
and Btill they talked of Estclle, and tke dear, happy day it 
waa to be to them .all ; and the tears that stood in the eyes 
of the young men, ns they spoko of iheir bright aister, 
were reflected in the glistening and beautiful eyes of the 
stranger. 

Then they agreed that it was a very good thing Christ- 
mas did come once a year, bringing in its happy celebration 
long- estranged friends, scattered families, and sometimes 
long-estranged hearts, into the cordial bonds of renewed 
peace and love. 

They told their smiling and sympathizing listener that 
ticy were a large, very happy, but rather poor family ; 
that iheir father and mother were old, but such kind peo- 
ple ! And at last, as the crazy diligence did not yet ap- 
pear, and Eugene's marriage furniture must await ita 
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BfriTBl, they began timidly to ask first their ovm tearts, 
and then the stranger herself, why she aat alone, on Christ- 
mas day, ia such a cold, lone, dieary place, " You do not 
find il cold or dreary," she replitd. 

"True, liidy ; but we had a purpose ia coming here, 
nnd that puipose wajms our hearts and out limbn alike. 
Man is gregarious, you know, and ou Christmas day 
home is the only sphere I'uc humanity, unless it goes Forth 
to gather dear fiends together, still more to embellish that 
home." 

" And to those who have neither friends nor home, how 
then ? " replied the lady. 

*' Ah, madam, can there he such unhappy ones ? I hope 
not." 

" Do I seem so very unhappy, then, my new friend ? " 

Tlius interrogated, the young men gazed fixedly at the 
beautiful speaker. Yet she was not beautiful either ; tall 
and graceful in form, with a cheek of rosy hue, aad an eye 
of heavenly blue, she was otherwise plain, even ordinary 
in appeai'ance ; but the fascination of her voice, look, and 
manner, it was impossible to describe. You felt subdued 
in her presence, purer, happier, and better, because she 
was there ; and as the young men gazed in mournful sym- 
pathy on one who seemed to imply that she had neither 
home nor friends, at a period when their own hearts were 
overflowing with the blessed consciousness of both, she 
smiled at them so joyously, so hopefully, that they smiled 
too in spite of themselves, and only murmured that it was 
passing E trail ge. 

" Yet I feel lonely to-day," she added ; and the word 
lonely struck on their kind hearts like a dart of steel. 

" You come from foreign lands, lady ? " 

"1 do," she replied, glaiiitmg at her foreign costume. 
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" Know no one, perhaps ? " 

'■ Ye», you." 

" Dear ladj, then it U with as 70a mual cotne mnd 
Rpend your Chriatmas day — you must not be alone." 

*' Nay, I am about to return to my ina. I have, ss yon 
■ay, no frienda here, no amusements ; ao I came to the feny 
hoii«c to enjoy life in tbc life of utbers, and derive bappi' 
nCM from the si^bt of it in tbo9c dear friends whom I felt 
■urc would be for meeting in this spot." 

Now, the young men never thought of inquiring bow sbe 
knew that friends were to meet in that place just (hen ; 
but their warm hearts were full, nor would they hear of 
bcr going to an inn, a cold, moncy'maklng, selfish inn , oa 
a Chriatmaa day — nay, she must spend it at Aome, and 
that home was the four walls which contained the only 
friends she seemed to have. 

" But yout father and mother," urged the lady, as the 
groaning diligence slowly hove in sight. 

" Madam," said the elder brother, " father is the best of 
men, good and kind to all be knows, still more so to 
strangers, whom he believes God sends to him for the 
especial cxercL-ie of his hospitality. Our dear mother may 
be a little askew in her temper now and then ; but then 
her temper has a strong enemy to contend with in her kind 
heart, which somehow always manages to get the best of 
the day. But above all, madam, we have an old gran- 
dam, one who teaches us all, and, in truth, rules us all; 
and well it is for ns she doea, for her rule is so good, 
that we feel to strive against it would be to make war on 
Heaven ; and this good one has often told us to entreat 
straiigers to share our hospitality, for in so doing, sbe says, 
we may ' entertain angels unaware.' " 

Half an hour from this time Eatelle was sobbing oa the 
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sBoulder of her betrothed, and an ancient dame, with 
snowy coif and venerable face, paled ivith the storms of a 
rough pilgrimage, but beaming with the shadows of a. 
brighter life to come, prussod the cold hand of the strange 
lady, and bade her kindly welcome to the Christmas fes- 
tivities of her son's house, aud her graiidehiUi's \reU- 
ding. 

Xo one Bsked the stranger guest her name ; but she 
sat in their midst like the bright, calm moon illuminating 
the blue vault of the midnight sky, and an unknoivn. silent 
joy pervaded that happy circle, such as they had never 
known la their life's experience before. 
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Coldly gleaminff aslflnt the hn^ht scarlet bertioB, and 
gilding the icy prison houses of Ihe irost-bound trees, the 
winter sun strove to mark his sense of the imjiortance of 
Bstelle's wedding day by shining his very best and bright- 
est ; yot it was but a wintry effort after all. for there was 
no warmth in his beams. That mattered not. however, for 
the sunshine of the heart reigned so triumphantly within, 
that a genial summer glow seemed to pervade the very slide 
before the door, and dance in quivering light across its 
frozen threshold. 

In a remote, mysterious bower, the bride and her flutter- 
ing assistants were engrossed in the mysteries of the toilet. 
Lending a charm to every snow-white garment she touched, 
the stranger guest attired the trembling Estelle with her 
own fair and tasteful bands- 

■■ O, how beautiful!" cried the delighted group around 
her. as she stood arrayed, a bride fit for the angels. The 

as 



SOS 



CBKlsnUS STOBIES. 



■baiigeT smDIe^ and asked for lAe pearli n-Uch wnv to 
complete her costnioe- 

" O, jes, tlib pearls \ the pearls ! " cried the laughing 
group of bridcmaids. 

'• The pearls '. " ejaculated Estelle. " Ah, the traitor ! 
Eugene, then, has told you about my pearls." 

The merry girls all luughcd, and one said, — 

" Why, Estelle, those pearls are already celebrated." 

" Come, produce them at once, little mystery, and tell 
your snect bridemaid all about them," cried anoth^; 
" how, for a long period, they were loaned to redeem yoor 
dear old orchard ; and when you all gave them up for lost, 
how Engene became rich, and redeemed them unknown, 
for a time, to any of jou ; and, finding they required new 
setting, how he took them to Hans Mark, the jeweller, and, 
under a strict promise of secrecy, left them to be reset; 
how the said Hans told every body (ulao in strict secrecy) 
all the story, and what a surprise they were to be for Estelle 
on her wedding day." 

" And how, at last, they came to he no surprise at all," 
broke in the bride somewhat ruefully," to find the history 
of her treasure so widely circulated through the unlucky 
Hans' garrulity. 

" 0, but if you have no surprise, Estelle, you have the 
lovoly pearls, you know," rejoined her merry gossip ; " and 
now — only see ! if the strange lady has not found them 
for you herself." 

The girls wondered, and the hride gazed doubtingly ; 
but there, indeed, stood the stranger with the open cose in 
a hand whose whiteness rivalled the pearls themselves. 

■' Shall I deck j"ou with them, sweet one ? " she asked. 

" Do 80, my frieud; your hands are so soft that I feel, 
when you adorn me, as if 1 were putting on the robes of 
-irity." 
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'Toil flre assuming a very holy garb, denr girl," replied 
the lady ; " your marriage dreaa is the emblem of wo- 
man's truest and best mission — that of a wife and moth- 
er. See, I enclasp you with this sno\Ty bracelet ; may it 
foreBliadow the strong tic that is destined to upholil joiir 
own weak arm through life. Now the fair chain hangs 
around your neck. O, my little captive, you will not 
shrink from the fetters, as gentle and not leas pure, you 
will assume to-day ; for they will be those of a kind ruler, 
a tender companion — not a master; and this ornament is 
the spotless s}Tnbol of your innocent captivity. See, maid- 
ens, how gracefully this pearl chain becomes the young 
wife! Bht Btay — where is the cross that should depend 
&om this centre peatl? " 

" I know not how you became aware that there was a 
cross missing, lady," replied Estelle ; " still you are right ; 
there was one once, but it is in holier keepirft than mine ; 
it reposes on the bosom of the dead ; it was hung around 
the neck of ray great grandmother, for whose bridal the 
pearls were ordered, and by whose desire the cross was 
Buffered to remain where it had hung since her marriage." 

" Now, to my mind," cried one of the chatterers, "that 
was purely selfish. What good could a. beautiful pearl 
cross do to a poor, decaying, old great-grandmother's bones, 
when there is such a beautiful living bride quite pining 
for it." 

" Hush, hush, Clementine ! " gently interposed Estelle; 
" could I hope to be half as good in my marriage life a^ 
report pronounces my admirable ancestress to have been, I 
too should be worthy of being decked out for the tonib in 
a fair white cross ; and so my marriage trousseau can well 
spare it to the holy and blessed dead." 

The legend does not say wjiat part the stranger guest 
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look in thi« <liacii»«ion : bnl it proceeds to show thai the 
bi'ido wni> fiiiftUy nl.tired by her hand?, aad that all the 
world of thftt little old Ocrman (own declared that ao fair 

and fp'aclous a bride had never bi;ea seen there since the 
day> of llio gTL'at-gxaiidmothpr before referred to, whose 
name, it seems, was reverenced as a monument of good- 
iioiw and wortli in that remote district. Furthermore, )t 
ii rcmcmbrred in the family how on that day the usually 
trncliiblc little brothers and sisters of Estelle became sud- 
denly restive, — tlie very little ones, at least, — and made 
B bold stand, declaring their independence, and refusing 
to bo washed, di'csaed, and made fine by any other hands 
tbnn those of the fair stranger, who petted, caressed, and 
decked their heads with garlands of Christmaa berries and 
evergreens, until the little ones looked like so many wood 
Bprites, all the while hanging round their new triend in 
much wander and delight 33 she told tliem atoms of 
strange lands a.nd sung them songs of marvellous sweet- 
ness. 

As the day wore on, and the bright glow of the ruddy 
pine tire glimmered on the darkening walls of the common 
room, the family drew around the blazing logs ; and while 
the marriage guests were assembling in a still more stntely 
apartment fitted up for the occasion, an interval of sweet 
repose came upon them, such as stamps its memory and 
individuality upon a lifetime. 

The mother of this " very large, very happy, but poor 
family," had, as her eldest son had predicted, looked 
somewhat ■' askew" when they entered the Louse bring- 
ing with them a strange lady. Had it been a alrangt 
gentleman, ilie aforesaid mother would have counted her 
silver spoons, cast a wary eye on her tankards and mantel 
ornaments, and decided to give the poor wanderer a 
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Christmas fonst and welcome, even, at the riak of his being 
a. returned couvict ; " but a lady, indeed ! picked up with 
at a lone ferry house — 'twaa ao strange I" 

She could not say that she was ao very voung, or 80 
yery handsome ; but there was a something about her — 
B. something which even the hesitating matron herself 
declared was irresistible. " She was evidently a keen 
observer of human nature, too," for she had whS'spered in 
the mother's ear such truthful, kind words about her gen- 
eroua-hcarted boys; and, wonderful .to relate, told each 
one's disposition to the life, especially Ernest's gentleness 
and love of music, and Hermaaii'a imjietiiosity and ardor 
in the chase. 

Then the little children had become so very fond of her ; 
and though evidently quite a lady, she wasn't above giving 
her some valuable hints about the baking of her Chrislraaa 
cakes ; and she actually found her plaiting up her old 
mother's cap, which she bad not had time to do herself, 
with 80 becoming a turn, that the eoarse lawn looked hke 
a quite new silver crown coming from the artistic fingers 
of a perfect fairy. At length, as the evening shadows 
deepened, the good Frau relaxed her watchful, suspicions 
gaze of her eldest boy, Hermann, and the strang^er ; and 
white the Intter sat between her old mother and her hus- 
band, with one little one nestling in her bosom and two 
tiny forma crouching fondly round her knees, the fountain 
of her eyes, long choked up with the hard, cold realities 
of a struggling life, welled up anew with all the tender- 
ness of susceptible youth, and she fairly wept, while the 
stranger chanted beautiful but unfamiliar airs, telling of 
heaven, and lore, and unknown lands, and scenes bfifthter 
and holler than the heart of man had ever dreamed of 
before. 

26* 
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The hat purple tinge of siinlight Lad left the ice-clad 
mountains in the cold, gray obscurity of a wintry night; 
the last shout of revelry had died in the frozen streets ; 
the bonfirea were muttering into ashes; the silence of 
night pervaded the darhened to"Ti, save when the Chjist- 
maa song, borne on the hoivling blast, swept by. Aim and 
fiiint from the ciirtain-rautHed windows of the rich at the 
chinks of craaiy old cottage doora, the equally joyous dwell- 
ing of the poor. 

Ksielie and Eii^enc were married. He loolied into her 
lace and murmured, "She is Este.lU no longer; she is 
now myself," 

She gazed tenderly into Jib eyes, and wondered how it 
waa lliiit she had lost her own identity, and was witll him 
one or nothing. 

Mniiy of the wedding gne.tta had come from far to be 
present nt tlie qeremony, and now they had departed ; only 
those remained who were to partake of the hospitality of 
the house for the night — a matter now become one of 
exigency, for the elements were troubled and a fierce storm 
waa raging without, threatening destruction to all who 
attempted to brave its fury. For these guests the younger 
members of the family were busily engaged contriving, as 
they best could, sleeping accommodations for the night; 
and still the rest of the party sat around the blazing pine 
logs, listening as before to the melody of the sweet sonfj- 
streas, who sat in their, midst like a descended Saint 
Cecilia. 

At Ungth the words "a parting song" and "good 
nigbf were echoed round tJie room, and the parting sOTjf 
waa given: and yet, amid the chorused "good night" 
the magic voice of the stranger rose in tones whose sweet- 
ness, power, and poetry vibrated from the ear to the heart 
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and became stamped there in a memory which no time 
could ever after efface. 

And sow the parting blessings axe exchanged, and the 
low-roofed parlor, with its crosa-bDams, old faaliioaed fur- 
niture, and inviting little touch of bright flowered chintit, 
is left to the silence of night and the preaence of the un- 
known lady, who prefers, she says, to repose there rather 
than further to intrude on lior kind and hospitable enter- 
tainers. 

The storm had deitrcd off, and as the lust of the party 
had drawn Bsidc the window curtain to gaze forth on the 
scene without, the cold stars poured their gem-like radi- 
ance down into the silent garden. There it lay, with a 
thin shadow thrown across the lattice-work of the case- 
ment — it is the bending form of the graceful .stranger, in 
her peculiar dress of pale gray floating around her, as she, 
departing, wavea an affoctionate farewell to her host and 
hostess. Orotesque shadows, formed by the flickering 
lamps they carry, wave on tlio dark walls ; the feathery 
forma of the ice-bound trees gleam fantastic and gliost-like 
through the uncurtained lattice ; above all, shine the far- 
off, lone, bright watchers of the midniglit sky ; and these 
were the last token.t which any in that house ever beheld 
of their unknown gueat. 

Deep in the winter night, which in these northern 
climes usurps a lengthened sway over the hours of morn- 
ing, a long, loud, piercing shriek woke the echoes of the 
quiet mansion, and scared the slumbering inhabitants from 
their deep repose. Again — again — and once again — 
and then a silence as terrific a.i those sounds, so replete 
with human fear or agony. Up they spring, and forward 
rush the terror-stricken gfoup to the room which had been 
tenanted by the nameless visitor. The uncurtained lattice 
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Bwingiog open in the breeze revealed the winter scene 
without, and a still wilder scene within — chairs and tabk-s 
overturned, the couch tcaanllcs^, and the form of a man 
was discovered lying on the ground near the open vrindow, 
and apparently writhing in extreme agony. No Other per- 
son was visible ; but by the side of the moaning figure lay 
a long, unsheathed knife, some worktnan'a tools, and a 
pair of pistols. At first, surprise reodered the whole party 
mute and motionless ; but as they attempted to rajae [ho 
intruder from the ground, he renewed the disraal cries 
which had aroused them with such a lamentable accent 
of woe, that they again retreated in terror and dismay. 
At length the father of Estelle, assuming the firmness of 
bis station and chiiraeter. raised up the aufferer, and de- 
manded the cause of his terrible cries and presence there. 
His only response was at first choking sobs and broken 
utterance ; but after much time coasumcd in assuraDces 
that he was in no danger, but rather amongst sympathizing 
assistants, the miserable wretch confessed that he was one 
of a gang of house-breakers, who, allured by the report 
that the bridegroom hud that day brought into the house 
gems of immense value, bud determined to take advantage 
of the confusion of a bridal assemblage to rob and perhaps 
murder the slumbering household, He added that he pos- 
sessed some knowledge of the house, and his companions 
bad therefore insisted on bis entering the easily opened 
window first, and then — and then — 

" Well, what then ?■' cried the eager listeners. 

"And then — but, Gotl, what horror! what pain is 
in my burning eyes ! Will no one help me ? O, if ye be 
Christian men and women, restore, O restore the sight to 
my burning eyes ! or give me aught lo ease this pain ! " 

'* 0, how terrible this is ! ■' cried the affrighted women. 
" See, he is blind." 
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" Fnliappy man ! how coulJ you plot to commit such a 
crime — you who buar about ivitt you obeady the judg- 
ment of God ? " 

" Will you not help mo, then ? " moaned the wretched 
man. " Men and women, ns sitrely as ye now stand in the 
presence of your Creator, / entered this window in the full 
potseiiion of my ei/eaiglu ; but oven as my foot touched 
the ground, a woman's form stood before me. Her arm 
was pstcndod towards me in a menacing attitude. I 
sought to strike her, but even with the act, she laid her 
hand on my eyca. At first the touch was soft, and cold as 
the grave ; but in a moment a darkness seemed to envelop 
my brain, and then fire, fierce, hving fire, burnt into my 
eyes, aCe into the sockets, and seemed like a flash of 
lightning to consume their power of sight forever. I 
shrieked aloud in my pain and terrar, and still I sought 
to grapple with my unseen foe. I struck and wrestled 
with the air, I clutched at space, but saw, heard, felt no 
rnorc — only fire, fire ! eyes of flame within, and darkness, 
all ilarkneas without ! For one moment I heard the re- 
treating footsteps of my companions, scared, donbtlesa, by 
my involuntary cries ; and then was I alone ? I know not ; 
but O, if ye be men, pity, forgive, and help me in my 
pnin, my remorse, and my blindness ! " 

The houaebrcBlcerB' tools and pistols scattered around 
evidenced some of the truths of this terrible legend. Foot- 
steps of men paasing to and fro were traced in the newly- 
fdllen snow, and subsequent inquiry proved the fact that 
the criminars vision hod only that night, and at that 
time, been taken from him. Terror and confusion reigned 
thiouRhout the house and the entire neighborhood. With 
the morning's light, however, came calmness and action. 
The truth of the man's story was investigated and proved. 
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O11I5 one laysleTf remained, and that wss the sadden uid 
inexplicable disappearance of the stranger guest. Some 
there were who identkjied her mrsterious presence with 
the form who had been instrumental in blind Albert's 
terrible punishment. Others doubted, wondered, speco' 
lated, shook their heads solemnlT, and said nothing. StIU 
the dark spot in the night's history was her Daaccomnlable 
absence, and for manj hours the distracted family of her 
sorrowful hostess searched for traces of her in vain. Her 
footprint was not on the snow ; no token of her presence 
remained in the Ifiae room where they hid left her; and 
the vision of the gray^clad form which the blind man de- 
clared had preceded his fearful deprivation of sight, vaa 
the only assurance left to her bewildered friends that she 
had been among them at all. Could he describe her face ? 
He saw it noL He remembered nothing but the graj 
form, aad the cold Laud changing into a grasp of moltea 
fire, and searing his eyeballs forever — forever ! 

Darkness to all eternity 1 O, miserable fate 1 Total 
eclipse I No sun, no moon, no stars! O, to see once 
more the color of the rose, the aky, the eartli, the green 
face of nature ! to gaze into sympathiiing human eyes ! 
to g:ropc bis way out of the thick darkness that enveloped 
him ! 

But once more to catch but a thread of light streaming 
on his darkened orbs — to look up to the sky and catch 
but one ray of sunlight to guide his stumbling way — only 
that — and he would devote his whole life ever after to 
Ood — that God who gave light, and eyes, blessed eyes, 
}o see it. But 0, if sin, the night of the soul, can pass 
away, may not blindness, the nigh.t of the body, do so 
also? Cheer up, poor penitent! the night of body and 
Boul are both passing away. The physical and mental 
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1IS7 IB daivning, and liglit, beautifn!, glorinas sunlight, 
sLall dawn on thy licart and on thy seared eyeballs. Long 
months of suffering and repentance had subdued that ruf- 
fian heart into the submission of a humbled child ; and 
then there came a wise physician, who declared himself 
able, by God's providence, to cure a. blindness wliieh ho 
pronounced to be a very singular but still curable nervous 
a Section. 

The prediction whs accompanied by earnest admonitions 
to the patient to aid his work by prayer and aupplieation ; 
and, O, joy unutterable ! the dawn appears, the perfected 
morning of mind and body unfolds, and blind Albert be- 
came a good and exemplary man, and, restored to sight 
once more, worshipped God in the broad beams of the 
glorious sunlight. 

He ever after earned a humbie but sufficient sub- 
siateiice as a day laborer — often working in the garden 
of the kind and gentle Estelle, revelling in the glory of 
the many-colored blossoms which it was his choicest pride 
to rear for her gratificntion. Of a Sunday, under the 
guidance of some strangely inspiring power, the unlettered 
maa would pour forth fioods of eloquence to many a. sinful, 
erring creature like himself, until he became famed as a 
very apostle of good works and inspired teaching. 

Days, weeks, montiis, and finally years elapsed, but 
never again did tiding."! reach the family of Estelle and 
Eugene of the fair stranger who had graced their eventful 
wedding day. Her memory was ever present with them, 
but a strange check seemed to guard their lips when they 
would have conversed on her mysterious advent amongst 
them, and at length, they thought, but never spoke on the 
subject. 

The day came at lost wh^n their venerable grandmother 
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was to pass away, and her weeping children stood round 
!itr eoucli of peace, receiving their last adieus and blass- 
in^a. She bade them ever remember the widow, the 
fatherless, ond the stranger. " God, my children," she 
added, " Hcndd you the poor and homeleBs as an eseicise 
for that charity of which he is the eternal pattern. He 
feeds the wandering Tavena. and provides foe the bouselesa 
spnrrowa. Go, then, and do likewise. Above all, enter- 
tain strangers hospitahly, for in bo doing you man enttr- 
tain angels unamares." 

" Great-grandmother," lisped a golden-haired child of 
EstcUe, " was not that an angel who put out blind 
Albert's eyes for a year and a day, in order to eftve Aia 
nil from helng ruhbed and murdered : " 

■• I know not, my little one," replied the parting 
mother ; " for this is the only token she left ua on this 
earth that she had ever been amongst us. I found it on 
the pillow where her fair head had lain, on the morning 
after the wedding. Take it, Estelle ; it belongs to yoar 
set of pearls, and waa doubtless designed by the stranger 
aj your bridal gift." 

Bo saying, she placed in Estelle's hands a beautiful 
pparl cross of the finme fashion and workmanship as that 
which had belonged to her ancestress, to whose home in 
spirit land her soul then winged its etetnal flight. 
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IN a, poor suburb of one of the great modern Babylons — 
called Bath, England — stands a plain, unpretending 
brick house, to which neither name nor fame ia attached, 
yet whose purpose might command more real interest than 
any other building within its liumble locality, notwitlistond- 
iiiji; that thg gorgeous pilaces and sumptuous domes of the 
proudest aristocracy in the world are within a range of a 
Jew miles &om it. The idle and speculative character of 
a luxurious Briton cherishes the mystic, and finds food for 
the imagination in the unreal and incomprehensible ; yet 
does thia plain house (containing within itself a wonder 
of wonders) pass unnoticed ; and if any popular record 
exists of its establishment, I for one have industriously 
searched for it in vain. 

There are those, however, who have been admitted 
within its mysterious walls, and realized for ihemaelves the 
actual fact that there is an asylum for utterly destitute 
children, maintaining some hundreds of helpless orphans, 
(such, especially, as have no known claim on home or fnm- 
ily.) entirely through the provision made by an influence 
which the world calls indifferently by the names of 

• Written Ibi " The Spiritual Ttlegrofh," In US7. 

27 
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** dunce." md "PitrnicTKe," and vhicb tlie feaadtf of 
tbe establubmeiit temu *' Faitb," bat vlucli nodem sfinttk. 
alum might rrEn to more mtiml and caaopreLeasible inSa- 
eBC«). 

It is nov scone (bar oi Cie yean rinoe the &)eod from 
«bom I deriTed my information viratcd Ae " asjluia," 
allboogh, in its unpretending exutence, it did not even Ujr 
daim to the distinction of this name. I eo (trie it, how- 
erer, for perspicuitf. Mv friend found a large number 
(some hundreds, 1 believe} of totaUf destitute children, 
provided with a happy home, and an excellent moral rduca^ 
tion, by one poor, eimpte man, who, nithont a single sis- 
pence to call bis own, bad founded, and for yesia main- 
lained, this institution, without any income, icvenne, cer- 
tain assistance, or earthly dependence nhatcver, but the 
righteousness of his cause, the singleness of his noble pur- 
pose, sod tbe efBcaey of an nnwavering faith in prayer. I 
believe bis name 'u Muller ; I also thtnk he is a German, 
or of German descent, but of this 1 am not eettaioly in- 
formed. His own simple account of bis glorious institutioa 
is as follows ; — 

" I loved, pitied, and longed lo provide for those suffer- 
ing little onus," he said, " of whom the Saviour described 
tbe kingdom of heaven as composed, but whose only ber- 
itngc on earth was the dreadful workhouse — association 
witli the depraved, the outcast, and tlie criminal, or a death 
by Ktarvation on the cold wayside, where the guardians of 
the public streets scarcely allow the poor orphan to lay its 
little head to die. There are," he admitted, " many fine, 
nobly eiiduwed and nobly supported charitable institutions 
for all duMEca of want and sufTcriog ; sllll," added the good 
Rinn, " I look around in vain for a home, a real home, with 
pure moral culture, for tittle ones too young to have earned 
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themaelrea the legacy of wretchedness, to which the 
destitute orphan is doomed. 

'• For such I hired this house, without one shilling on 
earth to pay the rent, For such I procured the loan of 
furnittiTe, without an earthly prospect of repayment. For 
such I prayed to the Father with that faith which Jesus 
proniised lo those who seek it ; and for such 1 found that 
prayer and faith would indeed move mountains and cast 
[them into tlie sea. Day by day this institution has heen 
I supplied from unforcBecn sources ■with all that is needful lo 
its sopport and prosperity. Kind hearts were made aware, 
I scarcely Tinow by what means, of my labors, and influ- 
enced to send me money and means, and that always at 
the hour of need. If the crowd of little sufferers seeking 
for shelter exceed my means of accommodation, I pray to 
God a8 best I may, and in my imperfect speech present to 
Mm a list of my material wants ; and, lo ! with the morn- 
ing's light abundance comes; and whether it be me a! for 
Onr daily bread, warm clotliing for my little ones, winter 
blankets or summer fruits, I ask all in prayer from the 
. Father of all, and ncvfr fail to rereive it. Our slock is 
I now low, and nest week will bring many espenses ; but 
these iciU lie met — I know not from whence : I have n,o'* 
earthly source on which to rely for a barrel of flour, or a 
penny of money; hut t( tnill come — ay, eren as abondant- 
' ly as the manna in the wilderness to Israel." 

Let UB quit this blessed evidence of a true faith and sim- 
I pie trust in God, with the fervent prayer that the gift of 
BO much child-like reliance on our all-sufficient and benefi- 
, cent Father may descend on the wings of the angels who 
, nre now among us, hearing oa glad tidings of love, and 
' stimulating our faith with the performance of supermun- 
dane Bets which &r outrival ev&n these evidences of the 
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exceDent and bcBcrolent Muller's comnuinicm with wphA 
inteltigmce. 

I will do&e my Bccanot of Has generous and true Clma- 
tian with ao eaniest TecontmeDdstioa Xo all nfao visit the 
old coantry, to find out and r^>lt tl:eii kind beana vttlt 
the sigbt of MuHcr's weD-cwdercd, exquisitely neat, pun 
and bi.ne£cFoi iUmtrstioa of that sel&ame fsith nfaiel) in 
snucnt days raised Lazanu from the dead, and in ibese 
modem times is training up many a soul for eternal life, 
wbich miifht else have lingered in the dark ages of (tight, 
wbich sin ever entails on its rictinu. 

1 have quoted the above case aa a living iSustrstion of a 
little biography of one who has long ^ince passed away to 
the mansion in tbe spheres which a similar eiercise of faith 
in her earth career has procured for her. As the circum- 
stances which I am about to relate occurred in a remote 
put of .Scotland, and nought remains in h\iD^ evidence of 
my lalu but the evergreen memory of its prinripal subject, 
I deemed it necessary to show that there are flill lieing 
examples of the very same deeds, which, if rtlated without 
>uch substantial corroboration of their possibitity, might 
seem ^bulous. 

With this preamble, I proceed to narrate, in my own 
word^. rather than tboae of the gossips from whom I derive 
my information, the particulars of my little *' Christmas 
Story." 

'Twas Christmas eve ; a deep and continuous sno^ storm 
had almost blocked up the narrow streets of the busy town 
of O., far away in the remote parts of Scotland. The 
rolling of carriages, and the hum of eager, holiday-making 
foot passengers was fast dying out of the darkening streets. 
Twilight was lingering around the desolate city, deepening 
the gloom without, but adding a tenfold charm to the glow- 
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ing lieartlis and holly-Jeckod rooms that sent out many a 
bright reflection through the criinson-curtainod wiiidons on 
the white glare of the frozen streets. Aa the heavy gloum 
of tlie winter night stole on, tte wind rose, and swept in 
dismal cadence round the now deserted old market place, 
whern once a royal palace had graced the BCene. Buttress 
and arch wore gone ; tower and gateway were fast moul- 
dering beneath the weight of centuries ; but atil! a sub- 
stantial portion of the building remained, and being con- 
verted into a hotel, gleamed cheerily on the silent square 
beneath, with its hundred windows illuminated by glowing 
fires and many lamps. Still the scene was a dismal one ; 
and in that very spot, at that hour, and in the midat of a 
driving storm of icy sleet, wind, and rain, the genius of 
■winter seemed to expand his frozen wings, and reigu in 
the place of the dead kings of old, monarch supreme of the 
once royal city. 

' Then it was that, amid the drifting sweep of the snow 
king's winga, a thin, bent form might be seen to emerge 
from a neighboring arch, and painfully making his way up 
the court-yard of the hotel, plant himself opposite one of 
the well-lighted windows, and commence playing — yea, 
acliial/y flaying — a merry tune on bis violin! Merry, 
did I say ? God help the ears that could pronounce that 
dismal wail a merry one ; yet it was meant for saeb ; and 
when the meagre performer had concluded " Come, haste 
to the wedding," he struck up " Drops of brandy," "Paddy 
Carey," and many other jovial tunes, all tending to impresa 
the listener with the belief that Christmas was indeed a 
very merry time, and that a cheerful imagination was busily 
at work scraping up all manner of merry reminiscences in 
ite honor. 

I suppose the violin must hsve been a, very dismal one, 
27* 
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fot •omehow tlie spirit of the old tunes MGmed de«d. aad 
actual)}' cuu verted their pleasant slraina iiito some thing 
•tronglf oufCKeiti'Te of « requiem, as (hey swept and flut- 
tered around the court-yard oa the »^ of the nipantiig 
blaat. 8a thought, it would appear, the dtssatitfied per- 
former ; for «Acr shifting from ooc cold foot to anotLer, 
blowii^ on hii benumbed fingers as if to inspire them with 
fieth life. *iid ttraining hia bow again and again to hia 
task, a change seemed to come orcr the spirit of hit 
drenm ; hit fronen arm moved dowly and w^lingly over 
the monmful exponent of his breaking heart, and " Home, 
•wcet home." broke through the howling of the blast lllie 
the cry of a despairing soul on the shores of etftnlly. 
Crack, crock, crack! — a half-frozen, complaloing nisdow 
ia heard gently yielding to the strong arm and testy will 
which strives to raise it. Then a rough voice follows, — 

" Here, fellow, take yourself off wilh that carsed wrU, 
ing ; it is enough to give one blues, or freeze one to death, 
to hear nuch cold munic — be off with ye." 

Hang, crack, bang ! and down goes the window again, 
and a penny fiilk on the snow. The violinist pieka it up, 
replaces bja torn hat, which he had humbly doSed when 
the window was open, produces a piece of old bat^e in 
which he carefully envelops his poor instrument, and 
tucking it under hia arm with all the care that a lather 
would take of a very precious child, be turns and leaves 
the court. 'Tis evident he means (o play no more that 
night. The fiddle so catefully disposed of will not be pro- 
duced again. Perhaps he fears this precious one will feel 
the cold as much as its shivering master ; perhaps the 
single ppnny which he had earned that day was such a 
mine of wealth that he needs no more. It may be that he 
has travelled far, is too cold, too tired. Ah, yes, it is the 



rAITH, OK MART HAODOHAIiS. 



B18 



wtter ; for pee, he limjia ; and often, when he turns down 
one narrow Uno after anodier, and the driring blaat impela 
bis thin form against the wall or bouse raOa, he pauses 
and leans wearily for Hupjjort, as if less susceptible of 
the hitter night than the intense lassitude of ph^Hical 
Bufibring. 

Oace he sita down within a sheltered doorway, and 
makes as if ho would repose there a long time ; but no, 
he may not slay there long : the door opens ; a liveried 
setrant appears on the threshold, and looks forth at the 
wintry aeene. The violiniat starts up, A fine Kvery I — 
that is a sign he has been resting at a rich man's porch ; 
and so this worldly-wise man speeds away in haste. 'Tis 
evideut he is a keen judge of human nature, this itinerant 
musician. 

" Home, sweet home I " sweet, euer smeel, even to the 
beggar, who mounti, with alow and often protracted step, 
one stairway after another, until, in one of the poorest and 
meanest of lodging houses in that rich old city, he reaches 
a rickety ladder, mounts it, and enters a roofless and mis- 
erably dilapidated garret. Yet the place is neither lonely 
nor unfurnished ; for in one corner is a heap of straw, and 
on it lies extended a beautiful but sickly-looking girl, of 
about seventeen years of ago. There is light, moreover ; 
and O, joy ! that light proceeds from a turf fire which 
blazes up cheerily as the master enters, and reflects a 
ruddy glow on a wan, pale face, a meagre, shadowy form, 
and the long, silver locks which denoted that the poor mu- 
sician was old — very old. 

" Dear father, how late you are ! and, ah me ! how tired 
and worn you look to-night !" cried the young girl, making 
a feeble effort to rise Irom the straw to which a terrible 
attack of rheumatism had for many days confined her. 
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" Be itill, Jifarj," replied the old man. in a low, boarse 
tone. " Do not alleinpt to raore, darling ; I am come to 
wait on you at last. See," be added, taking a siubII roll 
of bread from his hat, " here is the frnil of my earning 
ttis day ; and here,'' prodncing a solitary penay bom hb 
pocket, " as I suppose I may not patrol the streets on 
Christinas day, — here b the provision I have made for 
to-monow." 

A depp silence ensned, broken by a low sob from the 
girl, when the father asked where she had procured that 
gloriouB fire &om, and who had had the mercj to kindle 
it for ner. 

" Why, who but poor old Betsey, father ?" sobbed the 
invalid. " Who but the poor, the very poorest in thia 
poor house, would come to help such desolaie creatures as 
we, father, do you think ? " 

" Xay, Mary, you arc wrong there, child," rannnured 
the old man ; " (Awe is One who never fails to help the 
poor, and he is here to-night." 

" ttliotn do you mean, father ? " 

" One, Mary, who comes alike to rich au.d poor ; his 
footsteps have been echoing in my ears for many a sad and 
weary day, Mary, and now they have crossed the threshold 
with me ; even this night, his hand is upon me ; and, 
Mary, Mary 1 my child, my desolate one ! do you not 
see I am dying ? " 

A shriek — a heavy fall, and the miserable girl knelt 
beside the dying musician, as he lay, now indeed at the 
lust gasp, beside the straw pallet of his unhappy compan- 
ion. The silver cord was stretched to its fibre ; the 
gulden bowl, long shivered in the rough billows of adver- 
sily, had been, that wretched wintrj' day, shallered in the 
UaBt, and was now melting. How fast the radely-shaken 
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Bands run \ Yet hna the dying musician come home, 
" sweet, sweet home," to breathe bis last. One by one 
the strings of his old cremona snap in the biting frost, and 
as the last parting coid strikes his dull cars, be raises 
his eyes to those of bis Mary — bis poor, nearly crippled 
Mary. 

" Father," she whispers, " I am not weeping, — see, 
see. father, here are no tears ; — I am not sorry, either, 
father, — I am glad, very glad, because you are going 
homo." 

" I too am glad, my precious one," he replies. " When 
I am gone, you will be far better cared for than you havo 
been. The white-haired old musician was not enough of 
himself; he wanted help, and sought it irom man, not Qod; 
and you, unhappy chiM, have thought too much of your 
father to remember the Ooe we both have in heaven. When 
I am gone, you will be all his own ; seek him, child ; seek 
him more diligently than I have done ; and he will be a bet- 
ter Father lo thee than 1 have been. Hadst thou neglected 
me, or been undutifiil to me, my Mary, I might have loved 
thee leas, and caring only for myself, not have perished 
with cold and hunger this night ; but it is not so with 
him. He makcth his sun to shine on the just and the 
unjust, and he never forsakes those who put their trust in 
bira. Lo, he comes, through his ministering angels, to 
release rae this terrible night." 

The last grains are falling — the hour-glass is well 
nigh spent. 

" Mary, I played some of my prettiest tunes to-day 
before the door of a great rich man I know by sight — 
Alderman Driggs. The servants came and drove me from 
the door, saying their master ivas very ill, and could not 
be disturbed by my noise. A fine carriage drove up in 



322 



ClUUSTVAS BTOUEB. 



hute Iben, and a doctor ttepped ont. Tlej bade lum 
)ia*U!B, for the gnat alderman nas dj'ing of apoplexy. I 
stopped again at faU door to-night ; but as t aat me doan 
to te*t, a eervant opened it, and I shrank airay in baste. 
Eie 1 left the steps, I Eair — I am sure I cannot b« mistaken 
— I taw the alderman kimttff coaie oiU, pott me tKifilif, 
and beckoning me It) follow, teas h»l in the snov drift-! 
Could it rcnll)- have been he f Or was it a spirit ? Hark, 
the passing btll ! Some one has preceded rae to the land 
of H)uU ! Should it be Alderman Drills, I slioU soon join 
him. There will be no difference between us then, ULarj. 
I hare nothing to take with me ; he can take nothing wiih 
him. I wonder, Mary, if the soul of the rich man and thd 
spirit of the starved beggar nill go to the same place? 
They would be ill fitted to meet, methinks — the tenants 
of the ca.Htle and the roofless garret \ Ah me, many hare 
died on his doorsteps from want and hunger ! Why did 
be not make laws to feed them ? Ah, well, we shall know 
who b to blame, when we meet at ' compt.' " 

The Christmas day which followed this diearj- night 
opened on the state pall and plume-canopied bed which 
held the mortal remains of Alderman Drigga ; it shone, too, 
on the wasted features of (he dead musician and the crippled, 
orphan Maty. 

CHiPTEH II. 



' 1n" nn old-fashioned village, not many miles fiwn 
populous [own of G., is a little shop more remaJkable 
fbr the ingenious amnlgoniatjon (in minimum quantiliea) 
of every conceivable article applieable to the daily wants 
of humanity, than for the excellence of its wares, or the 
distinguished character of its patrons, Yet has the " gen- 
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erdi shop" of Glcisfillnn even now a monnroenfal kind of 
repulaiioQ, and tliui principally from being a portion of 
the aid ruinous building once celebrated by the name of 
" Mary Macdonnld's Refuge." At the lion; when I first 
made its acquaintance . I found it so ditHcult to decide be- 
tween the merits of its mullitudinouH tempt a lions, that I 
should long have halted between the fuseinalion of ginger- 
bread lions and ell-wide broadcloth, genuine imitation lace 
and patent gridirons, bad not a string of ballads, ostentu- 
tiouslj spread out on a barrel of Epsom salts, met my view ; 
&nd especially captivntcd by the- title of onu- for wbicb I had 
long been Eearching in vain, I inreated a uinglc penny in 
the purchase of tbrce clear yards of literature, and baatened 
off with my prize. 

The poem, whose poasest^ion t hud made this great in- 
vcilmcnt lo obtain, purported to be "a genuine account 
of a remarkable vision which came down on that God-fioT' 
inn <""' cho:ien i'f»B«i of grace, Mary Macdonald, on the 
hiineiitablo night when her father deceased in the streets 
of O., irom cold and hunger. God aavc all pious people 
from the like heavy dree." 

Finding it hopeless, however, to attempt culling any 
historical facts from the clouds of glory and flutter uf an- 
gelic pillions with which the jjoetical account of Marj-'s 
vision, in the pen of the village rhymer, became charged, 
1 was fain obliged to fall back on the memorandums of 
this remarkable woman's life, which had been purlly taken 
down from her own lips by the minister who had attended 
her in her dying hoiir. By thia it appeared that, within 
BQ hour after the spirit of the wehry, Ufo-worn muBician 
had soupht its heavenly home, a deep steep fell upon his 
miserable orphan, from which she describiid herself as 
being aroused by o soft hand graBping her own. Upon 
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vnrloaing her eyes, cb<^}' were met fay tlie appearum of s 
&male, so beautiful, so g;ntccful, so pfrfcct in the e}Ti>iiietT7 
of face and figure, that poor Mary thought she bad nerex 
before known hnw Tery lovely the human form mi^bt ap- 
peal. No terror filled her heart, and though she knew it 
was ft tpirit, she experienced neither awe nor surprise ; in 
fact, a tender feeling, almost amounting to joy, poiiscsaed 
ber whole being ; for though Ibe lovely apparition did not 
speak, she knete she gazed on the angel of her mother. 

For a moment she turned her gaie on the lifeless body 
of her father, and wa« sarpriscd to End that tbe sight in- 
ipired her with no emotions of grief; yel, though she re- 
garded the mortal day with indifference, she experienced 
a deeper feeling of afTection for him than eren her fond 
heart had ever known before. Still, hia very inemorjr 
seemed to fade away into the dim vista.? of the post, as she 
once more fixed her admiring eyes on the beautiful vUion 
of her mother. O, how shining were the waving tresses 
of ber eurfny hair ! Eternal summer seemed to 6it in the 
roues and lilies of her flower-painted cheeks. What joy it 
would be to touch those fenthery-looking fingers, that 
seemed as if formed of the silver clouds that line the au- 
tumn moon ! 

But deeper than all are tbe profound mysteries of eternal 
joy and love which shine in the beams of those loving eyea. 
How good she looked ! how tender ! huw unselfieh ! and 
O, weary, mourning inhabitant of earth, how happy, how' 
supremely happy do the angel spirits of the good appear, 
when purified from the dross of earth's error and mortal 
grosanesB ! They thus in visions re%'isit us. 

"Ah me!" thought tlic wondericg child of sorrow, 
while she gazed on (liis beautiful vision ; " it is good for rae 
to be EiG&icted. that out of the fires of adversity my purified 
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spirit may aspire to the happiness that beams from the 
angels of t!ie departed. Pile up ! crush me ! press mc 
down beneath your weight, O afflictions of the earthly 
hour ! What arc yo to the joys of eternity ? or, rather, 
shall I not receive yc aa inestimable Hessings, destined to 
fit me for a home too pure, too gloriously bright, to be at- 
tained without the patDB of mortal existence, and the pea- 
allies attached to mortal sin." 

But now the scene changes, and without speech, or sign, 
or act of volition on her own part, Mary is home away, 
far, far oway through the boundless realms of space, and 
by her side, seemingly near, and yet as if separated by in- 
Gurmountahle distance, floats her angel guide, and her smile 
of divine love, ever beaming an the mortal, seems a. reflex 
of the Hpirit of the omniscient Father of all. 

They pause. Alas ! alas ! is this the bourn for which 
they traversed the immeasurable space? 0, the horror, 
the desolation of the suene ! On every side, above, around, 
thirk. impenetrable snow ! Mary feels no cold, experiences 
no Buflering ; a strange, protecting sphere seems to enclose 
her in a little world, apart &om every scene she traverses. 
Her eyes are now her only Tnedium of sensaticai, and 
through them she sees that the world never rcali;<ed, nor 
imagination fabled, any spot half so cold and dreary as this 
world of snow ; and yet she perceives, in this woful repon, 
a world analogous to the eai'th. Land is there, ocean, sky, 
and atmosphere, and yet all is stiojp, or, rather, as she 
seemed to read it, a cold so intensified that it presented to 
her still mortal senses no idea but that of «noic; and there, 
wandering to and fro, she sees — 0, piteous sight! — human 
forma — men and women, liul no children; and as, in the 
land of souls, every one's earth career stamps its impress on. 
their spirit, until the eofronchiEed soul appears in the un- 
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veiled reolity of its moat secret thoughts and principle!, so 
Mary perceives at a glance how many of the suffering in- 
babitnnls of this dreary region have been great, and rich, 
and powerful on earth ; and because they neglected to feed 
the hunjjty, visit the sick, and clothe the naked, whom the 
great Steward of humanity cornmitted to their care, in the 
persons of the poor, how these unhappy ones had to re- 
deem their wasted opportunities in spheres of spiritual suf- 
fering analogous to those of their neglected fellow-creatures. 
And Mary, looking still more eagerly upon this mournful 
picture, beheld a shivering, meagre spirit, in the appear- 
ance of a. wasted female. A mass of shadowy drapery 
seemed to envelop a form which swayed and bent as In 
the fierce sweep of the frozen blast. Suddenly this piteoua 
figure pauses, and, turning a corapassionate glance upon a 
still more deplorable object, who crosses her path, she re- 
inoves a portion of her own drapery, and places it on liie 
exposed shoulders of the stranger ; and with the act, lo 1 
a bright flame shoots upward from her brow, expanding 
iulo many fair and luminous shapes, all flitting joyously 
around the now brightening form of the compassionate one ; 
a light mist envelops her form, while a lustrous angel 
hand is reached forth, and the whole group disappears into 
a brighter home, earned by the one unselfish ttep in the 
ladder of progress. But who is this, who, with the wild 
glare of impotent rage and the fierce scowl of unaccustomed 
Buffecing, dashes through the mournful throng with words 
of alternate imprecation and supplication ? His garments 
are costly, yet the shivering form, exposed to the horrors 
of the biting atmosphere, is seen quivering with pain and 
cold beneath thera. His limbs are portly and well covered, 
yet the gnawing panga of unsatisfied hunger glowers on his 
eager animal face, while the parched lips and burning eyes 
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add terrible force to his frantic cries of " Drink ! witie ! 
wine ! the wine of the grape ! — the death of mcinorj' ! the 
grave of the all-too-acute senses ! " 

Some moclting ones pass him by, and jeeringly teU Wm 
that he is a spirit now, and haa no more need of food, and 
clothing, and drink ; hut he savagely points to hia own 
terrible appearance, whereon the appetites of liia gross and 
selfish nature have been engraved by the deeds of hid earth 
career, and shouts aloud for leave to return to the world, 
that he may live a better and more useful life, and make 
of his spirit a nobler emblem than that of the animals, 
whose pTQsa natures he haa converted hia own soul to, but 
may never again gratify. 

With despair and horror Mary recognizes in this appall- 
ing picture one whom the worid called " a very good sort 
of a man " — "an honest man " — " a chureh-going, rate- 
paying, Benalc-houac-speakinf; man" — the well-to-do, wor- 
thy, subsianlial Alderman Driggs — the man from whose 
doorstep her dying father lind been driven, nnd whom she 
looked on now with wonder and amazement ; for although 
on his unmasked spirit she could not detect a single act 
■which the world of Aer knowledge could challenge or stig- 
matize as unlawful, she gazed in vain for the record of any 
one kind act which could enable the pure and loving of 
heaven to approach and lead him to a happier place. 

She remembered that he had been famous for his good 
dinners and profuse hospitality. Alas ! their impress on 
his spirit was only gluttony, self-indulgence, and ostenta- 
tion. She recollected seeing his name ever at the head of 
long liala of donation.i to public charities. His naked spirit 
now revealed the impelling spring of these charities to have 
been pride, or rivalry with a richer neighbor. 

She had heard him quoted as a " brilliant politician," a 
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BOW A* tccapnized Ane teviTal chnvcteT^ im ihe ski«a> 
log being wluxe heart, Bumarj, and ijHiit so igoaudagly 
dang lo tke pwitwiom of nrtk, not <ne of vhich be lad 
Wen able to Iwing wilk kw thcoa^ tbe Mem poruli ct 
tbe bxnb. 

Here Harr finmd no actual r*]««aeeUtMn of the &lik4 
heU of the cbnrdi. bo nMterUl place of tarture, bo deliae»- 
tton of real phfticai •offning ; b«t aritk as Bmeh pais u 
•mprise ahe befadd a stat* of esislencc actuaQj fanned 
bj the experiences of earth, and a tangiUe mode of life 
growing op around the new-bom ([Mrit ecactlf corre- 
spondential to the developineiit of the spirit ia it« humaB 
pilgriniagc. 

" Father of the unirerxe," the thonght, " now indeed 
niH I pray for gtrength to lire so that I may not feai la 
die. Nut in the tortures of an eternal Cflndemnatioa, de> 
■ignetl by a vindictive Creator, but in the hell of an eril 
ColiMcicncc, sha.ll the penance of the eril-doer be performed j 
and when the hypocrite is unmaEkpd, and tbe spedoiu 
pharinuc of the city stands in his desolation bereaved of hia 
earthly gods, and more naked in the accumulated miseir 
of lii« shorn splendors than the unconscious infant in its 
first iiilialation of life, then, O Father, in judgment remem- 
ber mercy, and make the sinner once more cTen as a litdo 
child." 

Alas I Mary knew not even then the real nature of Ufa 
— that it Ib not only compensative, but relribulii-e ; that a 
duaih-bed tepeotaoce, or the momentary remorse induced by 
pain, cannot cleanse the defaced image, and that the stamp 
of sill can only be tfTaccd by the higher and holier impress 
of virtue. This idea of progress beyond the grave, self- 
t, and individual responsibility, was new to lUiay, 




B.a it would bo to millions of church -in slnictptl Christinn», 
and she printed to roturu to the rudimental plane of earth, 
that even in the hitter waters of adversity she might purify 
her spirit for the brighter and nahler Htage of esiatence to 
which it was tending- 
Even as she thought upon these things, the mists arose 
in curling and deepcnirg moases over the icy region upon 
which she had been gating. A flutter, as of waving wings, 
was around and about her; fragrance more esquisite than 
had ever been exhaled from the fading blossoms of earth, 
Steeped her senses In delight. There was light, and an 
atmosphere of radiance, every where. No distinct scene 
could she realize, and yet she gazed around her, pining for 
companionship in her new-bom joy. 

Her beautiful spirit-guide, where was she ? She was 
alone. Hind yet a. feeling of rapture and love, such as she had 
never before experienced, converted her solitude into Klys- 
ium. And now strains of'delicions music fill the air, swell- 
ing, receding, transporting tlie listening ear with its n'on- 
drous sweetness, yet proving to the sage and philosophic 
student into the mysteries of progressive life how surely 
the very arts, sciences, and minutest deyelopment of tha 
human mind have their hirlh in human life, only to be per- 
fected in the worlds of progress beyond. The music she 
now imbibed as heavenly food to her spirit, though perfect 
in its union of melody and concord, was neither strange nor 
unnatural to her ears. She felt its beauty to be the result 
of progress, its excellence the merely high development of 
hunian musical organization ; and even thougli it realized 
her wildest visions of angelic sounds, she could trace its 
birth back to the dim ages, when the waving bulrusheB by 
the rivers of Paiealine suggested lo Tubal Cain the effects 
which air and reeds might produce, in imitation of that 
28* 



I 



390 



OHKivTiuA siomua. 



barmonic idea which perradps the uniTprse, and is typified 
hj man in the sweet concord of muaical sounds. 

fidt O, rapture ! what is it amid these sounds divine tha.t 
thrills her very soul, and sends the binod rushing in tumul* 
tuouB currents through her veins ? 'I"he wild and pathelia 
cadence of an instrument, onlj analogous in words to the idea 
of an esquieitelj-toned violin, wandering 6tfull; through a 
Ibouaand ianciful reminiscences of "Home, sweel home;" 
and there, before her very eyes, encircled by clouds of 
bright and lustrous forms, stands the glorious and spiritual 
resemblance of her beloved, dead fether. Slie ttioics it it 
he, although thin nhite hairs bedeck his forehead no lon- 
ger — although that forehead is smooth, not fiirrowcd — 
although his garmenls are of light, not rags — although 
youth, and health, and strength radiate in Lis loving eyes, 
and hunger, and cold, and poverty are seen no more. 

She feels al length her fienscs reel, her hrain oppressed^ 
while a joy too great for utterance chokes the throbs of de- 
light with which she strives to greet him. But even while 
she grasps tlie air in her vatn efforts to reach the glorious 
viNioD, his tender, loving voice, mellowed to the harmouies 
of his new spirit life, pronounces these words : " Oo back 
to earth, my helovcd one ; cberish well the precious boon 
of life ; feed the hungry, clothe the naked, visit the sick, 
and care for the widow and the fatherless." 

Something of her old feeling of helplessness, poverty, and 
incapacity, at this moment came ruiihing, Hkc a cold chill, 
upon the child of earth. In an instant it was answered ; 
for the bright swsrm of happy angels, parting on either 
aide, disclosed a single radiant star in a cloudless firmB' 
ment of blue, while above it, in golden letters, whose burn- 
ing fire entered licr heart, and never after left it chlU or 
desolute, she read this single word — ** Faith." 
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The remainder of her vision has never yet foimd a mortal 
exponent. Knough it is to say that morning's light found 
her calm, tranqinl. anil, fully restored to healthy preparing 
her dead lather's remains for the last service which she 
could ever render him on earth. 
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It ia the morning after Christmas day. A Christmas \a 
the north of Scotland is ever a season whose rigorous bit- 
terness demands all the genial appliances of this gmnd 
religious festival to render it endurable ; yet this Ch'rislmas 
seemed to exceed in severity any which Mary Macdonnld 
had ever known, aa she plodded ber toilsome way amidst 
the driving rain and whirling sleet which enshrouded her 
as in an icy, moving mist : still she held on her way bravely, 
and only slackened her pace as she approached a fine, old- 
fashioned edifice, to which it seemed her purpose was tend- 
ing. It was a grand, baron iul-looking mansion, and its 
massive, yet antique, magnificence bespoke wealth and 
power. ■* 

Mary paused before it, ascended the flight of steps which 
reached the door, ra'ised the knocker, and then stood a mo- 
ment in deep thought ; a flash of intelligence, in an instant, 
dispelled the perplexed look which her features had worn. 
The settled purpose which had grown out of her first 
vision of interior life returned, and, retrjicing her steps, 
she quitted the house, and started oS' on her journey 
afresh. After traversing many streets and squares, the 
ivayCaier paused at another door not inferior in grandeur to 
the first ; hut here again an inward monitor seemed to urge 
her to quit the steps at the very moment when she should 
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denuod tbe admitCance she liad evidently com« h> seek ; 
ta bet it aeeiaed U if Mair «as in ^niil tlie r«ty sport cf 
tke ainds. wbose mad fkucit^ urged h^r to sad &o in their 
wild rerel. On %«d, once oiore, the threadbaiv Egare u 
weca stmg^ing (bnrard amidst llie icj wiuriwiod ; but thii 
tine her step i* more n^d, ha maoner more sssared ; sbe 
puIU out of bet &tl>er*a cdd •racsted glove, in irbicli she 
has enveloped her sturertng fingers, a scrap of paper on 
which several addresses are copied. Un die third name 
tbe fixes her eyes for a mDmcnt, then, gazing around wttb 
an uncertain air, she again directs her weary steps to an- 
other but Ices pretending house than either of the fonner; 
and now, too, a change seems to come over the spirit of 
her dream, for when, in response to her timid knock, a 
servant in handsome livery appears, ilarj firmly, bat 
modestly, requests to see Mr. McManncr? upon businesa. 
Calmly enduring the look of wondering BCmtinr with 
which the hesitating jockey regards her, Mary, by the 
force of sleody and resolved wili-power, seems to enforce 
the delivery of her message, and withia a few mlnutc-s of 
its utterance, she actually finds herself in a splendid libra- 
ry, ' and in tbe presence of the proprietor of the man- 
sion. Mr. McManners ivas an elderly, unprepossessing- 
looking man, on whose brow tbe weight of domestic 
bereavements and financial speculations had stamped hard 
and re puUive- looking furrows. His was a name unknown 
in tbe annals of public charity. Neither as governor of a 
hospital, patron of fancy fairs, nor contributor to news- 
pnper benevolences, had the name of filcManners ever 
gathered tlie gilded laurels of public fame; yet the furrows 
of hi» hard brow relaxed, aa the ragged child of misery 
•food before him, and his own hund pinced the shivcriug 
gill in one of his gilded chairs by the warm fireside. Per-. 
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was unprepared for thw reception ; her experi- 
ence of life might have taught her to expect that one on 
whom misfortune had stamped the name of beggar in such 
legible characters should be either driven from the door 
of the prosperous and happy, or treated to the contempt- 
uous crust in the meanest corner of the mansion of plenty; 
perhaps the contrast to such a reception might have shaken 
the feeble sands of resolution which misery hod nearly 
crushed out of her organization. Certain it was, that for 
some minutes, the high-strung chords which had goaded hei 
on to this first effort of action under supermundane guid' 
ance quivered and nearly snapped under the unaccustomed 
breath of human eympathj, and the poor orphan leaned 
back in the proffered chair, uttering aoba so deep and 
heart-rending that they evidenced the pouring forth of an 
agony wliich would have dethroned sense and life alike, 
had not the fountains of nature been thus opened for the 
relief of the overcharged springs of human grief. 0, 
beautiful Nature, how divine are thy workings ! How 
truthful thy unerring laws ! How majestic in its bound- 
less might the influence of thy simple and comprehensive 
ways ! Had Mary Macdonald placed before the cold, stern 
magistrate Mc.Manners an elaborate detail of her case and 
requirements, it would have been subjected to the careful 
judgment of rule, calculation, scrutiny, cause, and effect, 
and, in all probability, through tho intricacies of too cun- 
ningly fenced in judgment on the one hand, and elaborated 
statement on the other, the chords of invisible sympathy 
would have remained untouched, and the fine links which 
angel fingers weave for the unison of loving human hearts 
been lost or turn beneath the mystery of cold, conventional 
language. 

McJIannera long forcborc to interrupt the flood of agony 
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whose m^nctism bow pemitd &e stna^ itsospbere of 
his utaAj, vkking ap tlie taan of rcmembervd »nef in Itls 
own heart, hanging dew-drop^ of Bwronfol meswrr on the 
dark Ttrfamea aroftnd, ^trcing fai> inner co M do u wtesa with i 
a keen teiue of bis affinitT with his soSering hrtthfcn, ssd ' 
filling hi* hard eres with the iiTepressitife watfrs of sym- 
pathy, which, welling ap beneslh the toudi of the angel 
of hoiaan kindness, never again slutobered in hii Kir^ened 
heart. 

"Tdl me your grief, my poor diild," he at length aMtr- 
mwed, " and wbat«Ter its source, be assured the hand of 
liuman brotbcrliood shall be extended in its aid." 

" O «r," replied the weeping girl, " I came here under 
some atiange impulse — I scarce know from whence — to 
demand money of you to bury my father, whose remains lis 
yondPT, eitt off by cold, hunger, and desolation. I meant 
to claim of you means to pay the rent of our loofless g«-- 
tet, fire to warm my frozen limbs, and guidance for my 
desolate and orphan state ; but, ah me ! the heart that vna 
ttCL-led against humanity in its cruelty and pride melts like 
the snow beneath the gud of unlooked-for sympathy. 
O sir, let me depart with my rebellious mission againti, 
and not for, my fellow- creatures unspoken." 

Not yet, however, did Mary Slacdonald depart. For 
some hours the dim twilight of the magistrate's study 
echoed to the heart communion of these two strangely 
combined atoms of infinity; and when they parted, the 
oflVctB of that communion, of which truth was the founda- 
tion, and angelic love the inspiration, stamped its eflects 
upon the whole of their future lives. 

An the heroine of an imaginative tale, Mary Macdonald 
should have returned to her lonely dwelling in the magis- 
trulo's coach, if not actually freighted with his instant and 
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■unalterable love ; following up which ne should havn had 
doubts, hopes, fears, the whole ending in a wedding, with 
a minute description of the bride's tronaaeou, white aatin, 
orange blossoms, &c. ; but in this o'er true tale we have a 
picture of the realities of lifu, and no fervid imagination 
can deck tliH page of liistory witli half the mystery and 
beautj' which ilB own unvarnished simplicity preaents. 

Thus, then, we have only to relate the fact that Mary 
returned to her poor garrot with ample means to bury her 
dead from her sighl, with the decency and honor due to 
the casket which has once cuntBincd the immortal spirit 
moat dear to us of all the sons of men ; that, by the influ- 
ence and representations of her stanch and deeply-inter- 
ested frii^nd, Mr. McManners, a small sum (such a. one as 
she herself ileclarod tu be sufficient for her future proceed- 
ings) was raised ; and when all was complete, Mary Mac- 
dumtld removed herself to the outsltirts of a manufactur- 
ing town, about sixty miles from the acenc of her late 
afflictions, and there commenced the following scheme of 
existence. 

An old-fashioned manor house, which had long been 
tenantloss from its evil reputation as a "haunted house," 
had been advertised by the proprietor as rent free to any 
sntisfactory tenant. To secure the use of this building 
had been Mary's chief object in her choice of location ; 
and wlicn she took possession of her desolate habitation, 
she rejoiced to find it in everyway adapted to her purpose. 
Before she lay down on the rough couch she had prepared 
for her first night's repose in her new home, she caused 
to be painted over the door these words, in large, distinct 
letters : — 

" Refuge for Destitute Orphana." 

For some few days her " Refuge " attracted more atten- 
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Hon than imnates ; the mdden and Dnostentatious advent 
of it« projector took th« good townfullcn of bcr location by 
furpriie ; but wiu^n, da^ after daj, her quiet figure might 
be ieen flitting about amon^ the respectable inhubitfiDtft 
arrtund, tnodeitly Q!.kiiig {though neither begging not de- 
manding) fuToiture, bedding, winter stores, and common 
provisions for her undertaking, an inkling of its remaxk*- 
ble nature became knovn, and, ■« is ever the case with 
the steady pursnance of one noble and unselfish purpose, 
highly appreciated. 

Her daily labors ended, Mary vould sit by her pine fire, ita 
Bhimmeiing light (glancing fitfully oround the dark panels of 
her dreary abode, in the lone stillness of a wintry twilight, 
and calculate up what actual necessaries she must have to 
set her institution going, even in lis initiatory workings — 
tables, chairs, beds, blankets, books, winter elothing, a 
little money, &t:. All these itcmd ecemed to Bum up into 
a fonntdable account ; yet would this fragile and lonely 
llotrcr, scarcely yet bursting into the womanhood of eigh- 
teen summers, resolve Ihcm into so many thorns in her 
roftd of progress, that had to be rooted out of her path, — 
or rather so many blossoms on the highway to etemttf, 
whose possession was only the more essential to her fti- 
ture happiness fiom the difficulties which surrounded their 
atlaiiiment. 

When questioned, in later ycnrs, upon her prelimiimry 
miiilus operandi, she would reply simply, "When I hud 
completed my list of necessary articles for the next day's 
re (pi ire in cut, I would place my need in the form of a sol- 
emn prayer before my heavenly Father; and because I knev 
and felt that he had not in his wisdom endowed me with 
htnllh and fiiculties, judgment aud energy, to tie dorraatil 
in the impotent indolence of expecting faith alone, so the 



FAITJI, OR MAST HACDONALD. 



837 



coneluHion of my comraunion with him was ever an appeal 
for inBpiration, to guide those human efforts through wliich 
I recognized that it was his providential scheme to act, 

" I believed in fixed laws for the governance of creation, 
which were immutable — a. compensative scheme, too, 
whicli entails the consequences of every act upon it* 
agent, and visits retributive happiness or misery alike 
upon commission or omission. Understanding, then, that 
our own faculties and senses are given us to be the medi- 
ums of accomplishing our own destinies, and recognizing 
in my mind a special miasion from the sinless medium of 
Nazareth, namely, to ' feed my sheep,' I first and ever pre- 
sented my wants, in my own imperfect manner, to my 
heavenly Father. I did so, no more doubting hia prcvioiis 
understanding of them than I should discredit my earthly 
father's comprehension of his dependent children's needs ; 
but independent of the harmonizing and elevating influ- 
ence of prayer, I humbly opine that the blessings that are 
worth enjoying are worth soliciting in a hopeful and loving 
spirit. Be thifi as it may, I never in my life rose from an 
earnest communion with my heavenly Shepherd without 
an interior response ; and in actual sense I derived tliat 
inspiration from my mental exercises which unfailingly 
guided my material efforts in the most successful channels. 
With each day's dawn I would go forth to seek aid and 
provision for my desolate little ores, from those to whom my 
interior guides directed me ; nor did I ever oak in vain, or 
turn my steps, my energies, or abilities, to any idle effort, 
when seeking the necessary provisions for my houseless 
ones." 

It is not our purpose any further to trace out the career 
of this noble-minded girl, wlio, in the early bloom of youth, 
loveliness, and intellect, determined to devote a life, un- 
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marked by the gr&iification of one single BelG«b aim or act, 
(u die provUion of a home for the most destitute and help- 
loss purlions of humoDity — the loneljand forsaken orphan* 
of the poor. Moij Macdonold never turned aside from her 
Bolf-sacri£cing career, even for one single instant. Hun- 
dreds loved, admired, and sought her hand in marriage ; 
but her spouse was charily, und her devotion was life-long. 
She nerer knew the joys of mBtcmity ; yet hundreds nf 
hel])les3 little ones — the oSapriag of the prison and the 
gallows — may trace their rescue irom a similar fate to the 
more tbaii mother's lore with which she cherished the 
bodies, DO less than trained the spirits, of those poor waifs, 
who were cast rudderless and homeless on the broad ocean 
of life, to drill on the sboals of ruin, or float on the 
bright waves of human, lore, as chance or good fortune 
dictated. 

Mary Klacdonald never in her life owned a sum more 
than sufficient to defray her daily expenses, or could anti- 
cipate where the means were to come from which should 
provide for to-morrow's needs. ¥ei it fame — came as 
BUiely as her nightly prayer was breathed, her daily labors 
renewed ; as surely as the sick, tlie dying, and the home- 
less found their way to her ever-open door ; as surely us 
the flowers returned in May, or the sun of summer dis- 
pelled the gloom of her own bitterly remembered Christ- 
moB snow storm. 

Her " Refuge" is with her own crumbling rcmolnB. It 
exists only in spirit and meaning ; in spirit, as many of 
the just, who have passed from earth to the homes of the 
blesf, can testify in their eternity of happiness, by tbo good 
Bends wliich her generous hand planted ; in spirit, as the 
light of this new and glorious dispensation brings us in 
contact with those pure and holy teachings of many an 
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angelic messenger, whose first lessons of truth and wisdom 
were lisped in her humhle " Refuge ; " in memory, ever ! 
as long as the essence of good deeds shall bloom on earth ; 
as long as the winter snows shall pierce the shivering 
nerves of the houseless poor, who still linger around our 
thresholds, like the dying musician of old, ready to carry 
their tale of suffering or comfort to the homes of eternity ; 
and long, long after the slanting rays of the setting sun 
shall cease to gild the humhle tombstone, now overgrown 
with moss and lichens, but still strewn by many a flower 
which tiny hands instinctively gather to adoni the resting 
place of her who so loved them in life, and which bears 
this simple inscription, " In Memory of Mary Macdonald. 
' Feed my sheep.* " 
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IX oDe of the remotest districts of the north of Eng- 
land, in the wildest parts of the border, hill, and giea 
oountry. there arose, about half a centary ago, a sect of 
TcligioDists of a strange, gloomy, and somewhat fnoalical 
character. Their numbers were few, and their tenets so 
stem and uninviting, that Ihey seldom made converU. and 
gradually disappeared from thcLr accustomed haunts of 
meeting, dissolving into the mystery from which they 
sprang. They seemed to arise, like phantoms, into a 
short and ghostly existence ; and even so would theit 
Tery memory bove passed away, had they not been rescued 
&om oblivion by the aristocratic rank and influential sta- 
tion of their founder, a man whose name b now the bar 
sinister in tbc heraldry of a noble and Important fiunily 
of Hngland's proud aristocracy. 

With no veneration for the rank of these high and 
mighty of the land, but with very coosiderable respect for 
their feelings, wc shall style this sect (named ailer their 
founder) the " Merlinites," and the hero of my story 
himself, Mr. Reuben Merlin. They professed adhesion to 
no enistcnt form of religious opinion, no respect for 
creed, sect, worship, or church. Their whole system of 
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belief consisted in faith, in the immortalitj' of the soul, — 
a stern, exact, and uncompromising view of future re- 
wards and punistments for evert/ act, aord, and thought 
of every human being, — together with implicit belief in 
the ability of the spirit (under conditions not yet under- 
stood by man) to manifest itself, after death, in the appear- 
ance it had assumed on earth. It will readily be under- 
slood that the second article of this creed was not very 
likely to recommend itself to popular practice, while the 
third was slill more an unpalatable dose to the materiality 
of the nineteenth century ; hence it followed that with the 
absence of the cscifing motives which led to its founds- 
tion, the sect itself languished and died out, leaving only 
the few fragmentary facts which belong to the personal 
history of Keuben Merlin, as the superinducing cause of 
its origin. 

I do rot propose to give any detaUcd account of the 
mode in which I became acquainted with the foUowiug 
circumstances : to do so would draw aside the veil whicb 
sensitive feeling has hung around the dark portrait of an 
erring ancestor. Let it suffice that the main points of 
the history are too true to justify me in associating them 
with those who are now living. 

It is more than half a century since a band of men, 
self-styled "gentlemen," (deriving a right to the title by 
birth, education, wealth, and standing, but forfeiting all 
claim to the character hy the most lawless depravity and 
organized licentiousness,) assumed a cognomen strongly 
resembling that of " The Wildfire Cliih," heated to an 
extent which would no' render its actual appellation alto- 
gether polite or reverential. As a mere compromise, 
therefore, witb tho decencies of life, although outraging 
the strict rules of orthography, we shall say that a set 



342 



LUB. 



of rcmarlcably lively gcntlpmen, vriA Strong tendencirs to 
wine, TTomen, and wickediii?BB, banited themselves together 
for the bettor aod stronger performance of outragemw 
license and midnight lawlessness, under the title of 
" The Wildlire Club." To scour the etreets of villages, 
and even cities, insulting shnnking womanhood, playing 
off cowardly nnd often tnoHt fatal boases on humble labor, 
decent trade, and helpless old age — to terrify children 
nnd feeble women, defraud tradeamen and servants — 
were among the least of these noble and aristocratic 
performance B. 

It would be too sickening to recount the list of out- 
ragea which were committed under the sanction of fashion 
and the designation of " eccentricity, "high spirit," "good 
fellowship," " gentle man -like stylo," and, above all, the 
•■ effervescence of noble hlood." " That in the captain's but 
a choleric word, which in the aotdier ia rank biosphemy ; " 
and ao broken hearts and blighted names, ruined fortunes 
and desolated homesteads, broken bones and burnt farms, 
hideous excess and degrading language, — ol! that can 
sink the hie man beneath the level of the beast, or ele- 
vate him to the gibbet, in the high-life sphere of Mr. 
Reuben Merlin, is ho exceedingly funny and worthy of 
imitation, that our young nobility of to-day take to it as 
naturally as the inherited prerogatives of rank, genius, 
learning, and statesmanship, by which they become hered- 
itary legislators. Look to it, Young America ! and if 
you would not he left behind in the race of fashionable 
vice, read the legends of " The Wildfire Club," by way 
of theory, and hurry off to the gaming tables and drink- 
ing saloons, by way of practice. 

One of the moat orthodox practices of this choice crew 
was to celebrate the birth of the new year by a solemn 
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wedding of one of their number, the bride being of 
ncctjasity under twenty years old, fair as a bloaaom, vir- 
tuouB, and vnmlling, — the latter clause rendering it, of 
coarse, absolute that ahe shoald be abstracted from her 
home. The meetings of the society were held at different 
members' houses, once a week ; and in accordance with 
this practice the party were assembled, one ChiistmaB 
night, at the bachelor residence of Reuben Slerlin.. The 
wine and wassail had done their work ; with inflamed 
Tisagea, and voices hoarse with wine and riot, these " im- 
ages of their Maker" began eagerly to discuss the pros- 
pect they had of good sport for the ensuing new year. 
The lot had fallen to Rufus Rushton to be the bridegroom 
for the ensuing year, and loudly vociferous were the in- 
quiries showered upon bim as to whether be had selected 
a " victim " for the sacrifice. If this word read harshly 
to moralista in tha nicetcenth century, let them look 
abroad in our cities and towns ; let them behold the 
thousands, ay, millions, of fair flowers who yearly fall a 
sacrifice to the vanity, passion, indifference, and depvainty 
of such men as " The Wildfire Club" — young creatures, 
just bloomiug into early womanhood, insnared, like the 
uncon scions bird, by the fowlers of life, in nets baited 
with a ribbon, a jewel, a bit of finery, a borne for a starv- 
ing father, bread for a dying mother. Is it not pitiful to 
see thousands of bright gems, which would form an im- 
mortal coronet round the brow of an honest man who 
knew bow to win and wear its lustre, hourly bartered for 
the perishing goods of earth, sacrificed to the Molocha 
of man's basest passions, then to be trampled under the 
foot of the despoiler, because his own hand has dissi- 
pated its fragrance ? The memoirs of " The Wildfire 
Club" are true! If they seem strange, look aronnd 
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you, and confess they fall short of our own mo^ni 

perience. 

To the clamoroDS demand foT information touching the 
hride elect of the new year's otgie, Rufua RushtoD tnoin- 
tflined a contemptuous aUencc. He viaa a young man of 
noble family, with the stamp of high intellect und tower- 
ing genius on bis brow ; but the irtMi of early dissipation 
had passed its hot fingers across that worm cheek, and 
the once lofty inspiration of a crushed soul looked out 
from the wreck himself had made, like the light which 
shone through Milton's '• archangel mined," only to 
show how the temple of his young life had been sacked, 
the flame upon the altar quenched forever. 

" Tell us her name, where she lires, who she is to be. 
If you expect us to help you, you must uncover your 
game. Master Rufus ! " shoutoJ the revellers in noisy 
chorus. 

" I neither ask nor require your help, gentlemen," coolly 
replied the rake ; " my conquests are my own, and I gen- 
erally fight my battles single-handed. The rules of our 
magnanimous order require the presentation of a f^ 
bride ; that she should bo young is only natural, consid- 
orinft that most of our society are considerably lacking in 
the element of youth themselves — that she should be un- 
miUini; is doubtless a type that we begin the year in a 
spirit worthy the ilhistrions name we hear. Fear not, 
gentlemen ; Madam Rushton shall not disgrace the scene 
of her most honorable initiation " 

" By Heaven, he is chafing us ! " cried Ihe fierce founder 
of the club, Reuben Merlin ; " but we will know who the 
dame is, and that without crussing swords either. Master 
Riifus," be added more mildly, as he noted the dangerous 
flash of the young man's eye ; then rising, he whispered 
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to one of tlie grooms in attendance, and continued : " We 
will have rare apnrt, too, Wildfirea ; wo have Lero an old 
blind beggar, tbe moat notable prophet that ever figured, 
out of Genesis. He goes about telling fortunes, and, by 
the mass ! sees moro of the future without any ejt'S, than 
any of us could with treble spectacles." 

"You mean Blind Sandy, don't you ? " replied one of 
the club, " Now, by all the saints, we'd better have the 
prince of mischief, old Beelzebub, amongst ub at once ; for 
this malicious old gospel shop does nothing but bring 
down abuse upon choice epirits like ub, and will send 
the Wildfirea to their master, if we let him spin our 
woof." 

" No matter," cried the master of the house ; " who 
cares whether it be to-day or to-morrow, since go we must ? 
— aa well make short work of it, and go when an estra 
warm fire will be acceptable. But here he comes." As 
he spoke, a taU old man, very thin, bent, and meagre, en- 
tered tbe room, leaning on a stick, and feebly groping his 
way forward with that peculiar, instinctive care, which be- 
speaks "total eclipse" of the glorious luminary of the 
body — sight. His dress was very poor, evincing the most 
abject coadilion of poverty; yet its estrerae cleanliness, 
and the multitude of neat patches it bore, as loudly pro- 
claimed the care of love and gentle tendance. A few thin 
white hairs, combed smoothly back, feU on bis shoulders 
in wavy silver lines, leaving displayed, in all its noble 
proportions, a majestic brow and aquiline features, which 
Lad borne the stamp of singularly intellectual beauty. A 
little shaggy cur dog almost as threadbare in jacket, and 
quite as humble as his master, led him forward by a string, 
while a little basket, hung by way of collar at his neck, 
bespoke the calling of the blind beggar. 
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"Come here, old Sutil; ! " cried the laugh maattr, 
" and gi»e qs a toacb of your conjuring craft, Wc want 
to know what you see hereaboula of consequence to this 
oohie compaDj in paiticaUr, and therefore to the tvhole 
chinch and atate of Great Britain in general." 

" What do f see 1 Noble sir," meekly responded the 
beggar, wistfully raising hie aightleas orbs towards the 
Rpeakor, " alas, 1 see no sun, no moon, no stars ! — all ia 
dark, dark forever! " 

"Here, can ye see that, old Stmcoa?" chuckled one 
of the company, holding ap a ihilliog before the beggar, 
who mechanically reached out hia hand to take it, while 
the other, winking to the rest, jerked it away, remarking. 
"The old trader is no such foul after all — feeling is as 
good believing as seeing, any day," 

" You shall have half a crown, and all the bones the 
hounds can't pick," interrupted the master, " if jou, 
Sandy, (the arrantcst cheat in all the North Biding.) can 
tell UB the name of llufus Uuahton's new leman." 

The young man, thus unceremoniously alluded to, 
moved restlessly iu liis seat, but kept silence, while the 
helpless mendicant, knowing, by former bitter experience, 
the rnthlesB natures of his tormentors, turned deprecatingly 
from one to the other, while they reiterated taunting offers 
and dangerous threats, in the hope of inducing him to ei- 
ercisu a gift for which he was highly famed, namely, that 
of " aecond sight." In vain, the poor creature declared 
the visions whith occasionally uncloaed his prophetic lips 
were far beyond his aien or any human control ; the fierce 
revelUrs became the more determined as their victim man* 
ifcsled his impotency to gratify them. At length Ilufiis 
Hunhtiiu, speaking for the firet Lime, contemptuously ad- 
vised them to send the impostor away. " For," added 
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bo, "Tie has never yet been known to prophesy aught but 
evil ; quiI that's tho only rcivaon why what he says comeu 
true." 

It seemed as if the sound of Rushton's voice had - 
broken the spell which opened the floodgates of inapira- 
tion to the aeer'a darkened vision ; for interrupting Iho 
angry retort which Mr. Merlin was commencing to the lust 
speaker, he drew himself up to the full of hia remarkable 
height, elevated his ruined head like the towering crest 
of a mighty eagle, and in a voice whose deep, sonorous 
tones swept like a word of power through the high, 
vaulted hall, and fell in accents of magic potency on each 
awe-struck listener, he began thus : — 

" Again I aeo the light of God's own blesaod snn. 
Again I ace the crisp white froat and snow shining in light 
on thousand glittering sp.irks, o'er field and forest, wood- 
land, hill, aud glen; I see its tadimit hDama roHectGd, too, 
in ilinmond panes, in yonder castle lower; it is a brave 
old ruin, lofty once, and grand. Kings, and knights, and 
dames of lilgh renown, have held their court and wassail 
in its bowers ; and though the fluttering ivy crowns its 
walls, and hata and owla hold kingdom in its courts, tho 
alraosphere of royalty and pride lingers around its mosa- 
grown, crumbling stones." 

" 'Tis my poor old barn he sees," whispered Rufus to 
liis next neighbor. " The picture is graphic enough." 

" I see," continued tbe seer, " the night veil drawing 
close. What banks of clouds are mustering in tho sky ! 
Ah me ! the darkness gathers thickly on ; and now the 
gloom is deeper, far more dense, than nature's night lias 
ever known before. It stifles mo! it takes away my 
breath ! There is no moon to break this hideous night ! 
'tis darkness all impenetrable, black ! and O, what sounds 
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break on my ttartlcd eaxt H&rk! heed je not the deep- 
mouthed thunder's boom ? CtosIuDg elementa have broken 
loose, and wildly bowl the rushing requiem winds ! See 
-^berc '. the forked lightning's dreadful glare whirU madly 
o'er the murky forest'i lords ; the piuling giants wail their 
own death song, and felled beneath the slioke. He black- 
ened, dead '. 

" And now we itaod within the castle walls. Let the 
loud tempest roar, the thunder crash, the litid ligbtaiiig 
speed its awful flight '. There's bonny work within that 
ancient fane ! There's mirth, and revelry, and wassuil 
loud. A dainty wedding, too, is Ibrwaid now, and only 
waits the coming of the bride. 

" List to the tolling of the castle bell ! It booms the 
death of night and of the year ! Slowly and sad the 
midnight hour proclaims another year is dead — another 
bom ; and woe are they who see ita mouroful birth ! But 
stay! who are the revellers ? Wait! I'll count. For every 
hour that tolls I see a face, hearing some well-known 
name; one more there is — the thirteenth man — anil he 
stands off olono. An altar there is raised ; o gibbering 
ope, in gown and cassock, takes the place of priest. An 
open book and wedding ring he holds, and all stand ready 
waiting for the bride. She comes ! she comes ! Room 
for the wretched dove, with broken pinion, ruffled plumes, 
and soiled ! Heboid her dragged along by vassal hands, 
to play her part enforced in this foul scene ! O God, why 
beats my heart? My feeble knees, why do they bend and 
totter 'neath my weight? My eyeballs are on fire! 0, 
bow they burn ! I'm blind again ! I'm blind ! Ah me ! 
nil's dark ! O God ! in mercy, one short moment more 
suspend the doom, and let me see her face ! 

" It may not be ; the night has fallen indeed ; the cor- 
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tam'a drawn ; the pagcnnt is played out, Yot once again 
— what means that miglity rush, sounding like foaming 
torrents in mine ear ? Hark ! what a shriek ! — a cry of 
human woe ! 'tis raised by fourteen drowningmortala' ciies ! 
They sink L. thoy sink ! O. save them if you can ! Thir- 
st teen most guilty souls are perishing ; hut that poor maid, 
that sinless victim, aave ! O, snatch her from the dreadful 
rushing tide ! In vain, in vain ! Ingulfed hcneath the 
flood, the victim and destroyers all are still ! The castle 

i clock tolls one ; the new yeaj'a horn, and but one form is 
there to greet its hirth. A royal crown he wears, a pale 
steed rides, — his robe a shroud, his throne the silent 
grave ! " 
Aa the beggar ceased, and, apparently exhausted with 
the prophetic paroiyam, crouched down beside his little 
dog, the indignant wratli of his iiatcners vented itself in 
threats uud execratidns against the prophet of evil. His 
promised reward was hrutally denied him, and ho himself 
thrust out of doors to the mercy of a storm little leas 
pitiless than that which he had been describing. 
H As the fawning domestics, in senile imitiition of their 
jH betters, kicked the poor little cnr, limping and howling, 
after hia master, the beggar cheerily bade his little cnm- 

fpanion " come on and never heed them ; for, surely, Jack," 
said he, accustomed to address the four-footed partner of 
his toils as a friend a.nd confidant, *' they who kick the 
helpless and crush the fallen rob themselvea of the only 
B sure light by which we can grope our way to heaven — 
" the guidance of Him who is eyes unto the blind, fent 
unto the lame, and the strength of all those who put their 
trust in him. Come along, Jack ; hold up your head and 
carry your basket straight ; Qod'a good angola go along 
with us, and we'll yet have some pennies to curry homo 

80 
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to Uargnet. O Mtrgmtl OBrekOd! ma; die Isiglit 
ones vko ligbt thf bther** duLened wsy borer uchubI 
tkf nnlew foototepi, and la«Te me loB^r and drsoUte, 
■o tlukt them mayil be didtend from the vorid'a IsUer 
•UrtBu!" 

The bthcr't pcsjer, wroii^ from the *gOBT of a lient 
already ■hiinkii^ beneatii the shadow of the impendii^ 
■tornt, waa heaid and granted, thoagh, like all Ood'a 
waj-f, in tLat d^p mjrgtet; which man in voui a^eka to 
penetrate. 

" I will show yoD how to cheat the wisaid and his 
ptophecy of evil," criod Reuben Sfeilin, long af&t Om 
beggar had been expelled from the door. " All aMetnhle 
htre oa new year's ere ; come by the road, and aToid the 
river. Do not even cross the ford above Brooke's MiU. 
Don't go near Rufus't old thattty, ahore all ihtngs ; and 
do you, Rufhton, bring yota bride along, vith help or 
without, as it pleases yourself; only swear, one and all, 
on new year's eve. one hour before midnight, to be in this 
very plnce, and we'll set defiance to flood and fire, tbongh 
old Sandy, old Ocean, and BcelEebub himself were Ihnn- 
Uering at our gates. Do you swear ? " 

•' IVe iipear, living or dfad, wf, fourteen mcmhert of 
' The Wildfire Club,' mil meet in tkii place at half past 
elenen o'clock, December 31, 17 — ." 
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Thr winda sung a wild and monrnfiil requiem, the 
pelting storm descended in heavy gusts, and the genins 
of desolation swept with the icy cimcter of the bitter 
ncjrth wind tbe half'Savage mountain region in which the 
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dwelling of Beuben Merlin was situated. It was the 
Hhort winter afternoon of December 30, 17 — , just five 
days after the commencement of onr story's date, and 
two before the new year and the usual bridnl, when the 
old beggar, known as blind Sandy, stood in the porch 
of Mr. Merlin's door, claiming admittance to an inter- 
view. His old, threadbare garments, no less than the 
dripping coat of the poor little storm-beaten cui that 
led him, bore testimony to the fury of the storm 
through which they had passed. The old miin's uncov- 
ered white locks floated wildly in the blast, and every rag 
he wore, even to the tottered boots on his feet, streamed 
with rain. 

A heart of iron could not have turned so piteous an ob- 
ject from the shelter of a roof; but if the servants of the 
Abbey — as Merlin's place was called — purposed doing 
BO, they must have been overruled by the majestic and 
commanding tone in which the " fearsome prophet " (terri- 
ble by virtue of his reputation as a wiiiard, but still more 
to he dreaded when, aa now, he appeared to be under the 
influence of hia myaterioua ecstasy) commanded that he 
should instantly he led to the master's presence. Arrived 
there, however, and suddenly confronted with the indig- 
nant owner of the house, the fortitude of the beggar 
appeared to foraake him. He stood for a moment appar- 
ently struggling to answer the stem demand of what he 
wanted, and then foil on his knees, and in a passion of 
tears and sobs, agonizing to ivitness in one so very old 
and miserable, implored the master, in the name of all he 
held most holy in heaven or earth, to give him back his 
daughter. Had he been sufficiently composed to have 
noted the effect of his words on hia auditor, he must have 
acquitted him of any participation in the cause of his 
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grief, Eo astonUhed and affected did ke affoex to be al the 
natute of the appeal. 

At length he succeeded in taising the unhappy suppli- 
ant, and in kind and eacoest tones bcsoaght him to caotiol 
hl« emotions, and give him a consecutive account of tfao 
luas be thus deplored. Then it nas, amidst heavy sighs 
and in accents often choked by sobs, that the mendicant 
explained his case, lie had, it seeing, one only child, a 
blossom of summer beanty , the only stay of broken fat' 
tunes and ruined hopei, the prop of his abject old age, 
the sun of his naning life. So beautiful was this soli- 
tary ewe lamb, that the old man, terrified nt the thai;ght 
of aubjccting her to the rude glances of a sensuous world, 
had secluded her in a remote little hut, and actually wont 
forth to beg their daily bread, and ply his art as a mendi- 
cant ballad singer, rather than expose hja gem to the eyos 
of men. He told how she wove baskets, which he went 
forth to sell ; how craftily she knit and spun when lliey 
could bog flax ; and aboTO all, how, with her fairy footfall 
and joyous laugh, "/ler sound" went forth in his little 
but like the echoes from a world of angels ; he told, too, 
how. on the fatal Christmas night when he had appeared, 
with the dark mantle of prophecy thrown around him, in 
tho midst of the revellerH at tha Abbey, and, the hour 
being late, and the night stormy, had sought shelter in 
an adjoining barn, be had returned to his hut the 
next day to find it empty ; hour after hour he had 
waited to hear the sound of Margaret's approach, but 
lit' waited in vain. The hearth was cold, the embers es- 
tinguiBhed — the light of the place had gone out forever. 
'I'lic wild winds bore no whisper from bis lost one ; and 
ibiihgh his trembling feet and groping hands hud gone 
over every inch of his little dwelling, and scoured every 
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bush, tree, or hollow in ita neighborhood, he could/«i no 
trace of his lost one. He had shouted her name till the 
hoarse throat refused to obey his stiil calling spirit ; he 
had paced the hills, and glons, and rocks, and woods, and 
still returned, day and night, morning and eveatide, mut- 
tering to himself and his little dog, " She will have come 
home by this time. Yes, yes, she must be home at last I" 
Bat she was gone — gone, gone forever! He knew it 
now, and he knew, loo, hnw she had been spirited away, 
and by whom; and then, in slill wilder agony, he wont 
over the lision which he had described at Kufus Riishton's 
house, and frantically added his conviction that the veiled 
.female, whose face he could not see, participating in the 
unholy bridal, would be his own kidnapped child. 

Long and earnest was the conversation which ensued. 
Had the " Wildfires " heard its details they might have 
voted Mr. Merlin out of their body as a recreant member, 
who could by no means come up to the approved standard 
of wickedness ; but there were other listeners to the dia- 
logue, who conceived of it in another spirit, — bright, 
ministering angels, — divine agents in the groat scheme 
of the world's government, who, marking the conflict in 
the soul of the worldling, and triumphing with him in 
the noble stniggle of his bettor nature, stamped him with 
the seal of a mighty destiny, and registered him hence- 
forth as one of the levers in the great machinery of hu- 
man progress. 

As the Dives and Lasiarias of modern days parted in the 
door porch, the former said, — 

" I have sworn to you, old man, and I will keep my 
word. Tour wrongs in this matter shall be my own ; and 
if, in the prosecution of our mutual search, I find Marga- 
ret in the possession of the father who gave me life, or 
30* 
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the brother who ahand it tritli me. I wtU tear ber from 
hi* arms, thangh my ovra life (nd bis patt in the sXmggle. 
As he tomed to reenter his Ubruiy his eerrant met him 
with • pile of law papers, which were eMential he dMold 
iromcdiatet; examine ; but aldiougb he knew that bcary 
moTtgagc* were in iaager of foreclosing on bis estate, and 
that nothing but vigilance could sare tbem, be nritber 
touched not thought of the papers, until he bad written 
letter* to every member of " The Wildfire Club," Their 
purport woa universal ; it was a strict charge to assemble 
OS uiuaJ on the lust day uf the old year, — to be punctual 
to their boar of meeting — midnight, — bat above all, to 
meet without fail at hia own bouse. To Bufus Roshton, 
the bridegroom elect of the new year's orgie, the letter 
ran as follows : — 

" As you ore a man and a gentleman, a scion of an bon- 
oraUlo house and n sworn brother of our order, I charge 
you to adhere to the terms of our oath. Bring your bride 
hither a pure nirgin. Let her be as unwilliag as you 
choose, but let her come hither to this bridal as innoeent 
AH Llic hour wbeu fihe saw the light. ^Vby I lay this 
charge upon you aow, and thus solemnly, is on account 
■ if a mnttor whose deep import shall be unfolded to you 
when wB meet," 
I The letter further proceeded to urge upon Rufaa the obli- 
ttion of the club to meet at his (Merlin's) house on the 
appointed night, with other details which he considered 
osaenlial to bis purpose. He then occupied himself dili- 
geiilly in the prosecution of bis aiTairs, for which purpose 
it became TiocesBary that he should devote his whole time 
to the business on bond. This he did, determining to 
spend the Unt day of the old year in his study, apart from 
all iuterfetcnue, until the hour arrived for the meeting of 
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{he club. Previona to entering upon this arrangement, 
however, he despatched tho IcttcrB he had written by 
tnisfy maRScngera, with " Speed, speed ! " " Ride for your 
life!" impressed on each. He further sfalioned twenty 
strong men, all of whom wore plain citizen's dresses, bnt 
bore a striking military air and manner, in a retired part 
of the mansion, ready for a certain duty of which they 
had been previously well informed. 

From the hour when the blind heg";ar had quitted the 
Abbey on the night of the 30th of December, the storm, 
which had been gathering fores the whole day, appeared 
to rage with a conoentration of power which threatened to 
overwhelm every spot of low ground in the country. 
Tiny brooklotB were converted into foaming torrents and 
rushing waterconrses. Picturesque waterfalls threatened 
to swell into destruEtive floods ; mighty trees were up- 
rooted, huge rocks hurled from their primeval reating- 
plaoes, roofs and beams whirled high in air, and every 
where the genius of desolation appeared threshing the air 
with its mighty pinions. And atiU the winds bowled 
and muaned, in forest, turret, and homestead, and still 
the rain poured down, and the huge black wings of the 
storm king spread a pall of darkness athwart the lowering 
skies. 

Night fell, and as the hour of meeting drew nigh, the 
master emerged from his studio and proceeded to review 
his forces. The strange men whom he had introduced 
into his huuse were all in their places. The domestics, 
habituated to their master's vagaries, pursued their avaea- 
tions with their accustomed immobility ; but yet the mind 
of Merlin became troubled, when eleven o'clock came, and 
neither blind Sandy — for whom be had inquired many 
times — nor any of the messengers whom lie had sent off 
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tlie prcviotu night witb roiasives to the dab, made Uior 
^peoruiee. It was not the rule of the Miociitinn for 
tbe htmt to receive hia gnesta. or even appear amoogat 
them nntU the boor of nudnigbt. A Kcret door, kaowa 
to all, and comm&ndcd by all, at every booM of meeting, 
led to Ihelt club room; and tbas each member Atriied 
withoat question, aod awaited in profutiud silence the 
coming of the host lo open the meeting. 

It WEisat twelve o'clock lo a second that Reuben Merlin, 
with a hand colder and more tremulous than he had ever 
before experienced, touched the secret spring of the dota 
which led to Wildfire Hall — as the apartmcDta devoted 
to their uM were termed by the club. These rooms wete, 
in general, spacious and handsome, and for the pnrposea of 
%Ym profane ceremony with which they were wont to usher 
in the new year, neie generally Utted up as a chapel. 
This apartment in Merlin's house was splendid beyond 
any other ; and as be entered the room, fata eyes for a 
moment beuame almost dazzled with the blaze of tba 
innumerable wax lights which shone upon and around the 
muck ultar. 

At the grand banqueting table, twelve of his companions 
were seated in profound silence. Gy the side of the altar, 
at the end of the hall iitted up in imitatioa of the Catholic 
cathedrals, stood Gufus Rushton ; and stretched upon the 
steps lay what appeared to be a human figure, but so en- 
veloped in a mass of white drapery that Merlin could not 
distinguish whether the person thus concealed were living 
or dead, male or female ; he Judged it, however, to be the 
latter. The most remarkable part of the scene was the 
effect which he found acting upon himself the moment he 
entered the hall. Not one of the company moved or 
spoke ; they did not even turn their heads or stir at his 
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entrance, They sat, stood, and looked rigid as statues, 
with the spell as of an enchanter's wand chaining Ihem 
down to the life of the dead. But apart ftont tto strange 
immobility of the scone. Merlin felt a powerful and almost 
tangible vapor arising, he knew cot from whence or how, 
curdling around his own vitality, and locking up his senses 
in the same magnetic rigidity which he beheld aroand 
him. How long he stood ia this fixed condition he never 
knew ; he was accustoraed to say if it were but a minute 
there was no such thing as time, for the experiences of a. 
whole life were crowded into the period in which he stood. 
Beyond this, too, his acute sight took cognizance of a new 
and still more remarkable feature iu the scene. Ah his 
eyes traversed the assembled company, ho read on each 
face the entire character, life, actions, — ay, even thoughts 
and motives, — of each man's most secret soul. There was 
the rude fox-liuiiting squire, whose evergreen coat, bright 
brass buttons, and huge top-boots, seemed to cover up 
such, a world of hearty, convivial good humor, and even 
henovolenco within. WTiy did he now recognize him to 
be a bully, a coward, a tyrant, and a liar ? The graceful, 
conrteous aristocrat nest to him, whose polished words 
and courtly srailea won for him the open sesame to every 
house and every heart, — why did he now perceive that ho 
was a mean, fawning hypocrite, living oa the weaknesses 
of humanity, by servilely flattering tholr foibles and ad- 
ministering to their passions ? Could it be that the stern 
magistrate on his loft, that unyielding censor of crime 
and trafficker in public justice, that even-handsd lawgiver 
and model of indomitable virtue, — could he be a M'^f, a 
mere plunderer of his own father's desk, a receiver of 
bribes, a cheat, and a secret swindler ? And yonder gal- 
lant soldier, the adored of women and the envied of men. 
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tb» dmafioD ofUi eovBtiy. sad the ficiy d^nfia of the 
covt of henor, — wbf did be now bekold him. omistak^ 
b)/ 8ju>g fran tke eoein; in battle, practinig in ganuig 
boBSM with loaded dice, and weanng a loathaome lirw; 
of UmIuod, &■ the concealed &Torile of rercddng t^ age, 
in the penon of a celebrated dowager of hnmwue wealth 
and btgli i cpttta tiop } 

Then, too, aat hia fimiiliar fiiend, the gaj and reckless 
cluld of (kahion, a Tonag peer, who Imd BaddenlT tnhaited 
Bnexpeet'^d rank and wealth- Heaves of mere; ! what 
frightful pBjcboIogf was that, which could ■tamp on his 
candid brow the red dye of murder, — murder of hii awn 
couaiB, the real heir of the title he thea wore, — while be- 
side him sat a truity physician, the guardian of the sick, 
and the smooth'lipped, familiar friend of unsuspiciona 
families, who iiad mixed aod administered the deadly 
dniugbt which made ihc one man a peei, and the other ft 
rich afid fashionable physician i What shocking and yet 
mysterious revcalments did the moveless lineamenta of 
these ramiliar, yet most strange faces, now disclose ! 
Whence came it } how did he know it all ? and did his 
own face stand unmasked in the same appalling cleaz' 



Fbow his wild and haggard eyes are fixed on Kufiis 
Sushton — eagerly he strains his gaze to read the mystery 
of that half-averted face. It needs not. On his very 
form, in the very atmosphere, he feels he is looking on a 
lihcrtino. a scoffer, a ravisher ; but 0, above all this, he 

I. looking; on a bafiicd and convicted villain I It would 
impoBsible to describe the misture of terror, confusion, 

Tavftilo, and yet despair, which thronged around the mind 
of llio master, in sympathy with the " archangel ruined," 
upon whom ho now gazed ! And yet the whole sum of 
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me full revelation made in the form of Rushton could not 
hsLve occupied above a few seconds, for it aeemed almost, 
as hia glance fell on liim, that he became startled by a 
Bhrill, prolonged, and terrific shriek. 



Chaptbh III. 



Housed in an iustunt from his singular state of abstrac- 
tion, his first impulse was to rush from the room, in order 
to ascertain the cause of the fearful outcry. It was bo 
heart-rending, it seemed to combine bo many voices, and 
to express such a world of woe, that it would have com- 
pelled a far less encitable temperament than lUerlin's into 
instant inquiry. On entering the gallery which led to the 
apartment he had just quitted, he found all the domestics 
crowding on towuda the room of meeting, all Btartled by 
the terrible cry, and all impressed with the belief that it 
issued from the elub room. As Merlin advanced towards 
the terrified group, hia steward preceded them, exclaiming, 
in tones of deep interest, — 

"Good Qod, air! what has happened? We feared you. 
were all murdered. Has any harm come to Mr, Ruahton ? 
"We heard his voice above the rest," 

"Mr. Ruahton!" stammered Merlin; "I hoard no 
voice in parlicular, only I thought that all the fiends in 
torment must have been let loose, to give forth that hide- 
ous cry. Go, some of you, and search the Abbey through. 
I will join you as soon as I have spoken to niy friends." 

So saying, he returned to the apartments devoted to the 
club, to ujtcertain what effect the disturhance had had upon 
them. He returned to find the lights extinguished, and, 
by the broad glare of the flashing lightning, to perceive 
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that A* ra«H wm cwttrdf l i iwi t i i bf tta bte fmnM 
BiMt gw xWB, fcriJt. f«««jlR*.all wcRgoac! amihestMi 
In Ifae tsat spxtiaent apIiUiy and mlooe ! 

T* ■omBom iW tenaiiti, m | «ociir e iighu, aad Mwch 
Um AMcf ■■ cmj dtrectiaB, vu &e ««A «f t^ fii>t 
boon of tke oev jnr. And wim it inaJlj dawned £■ 
tlie^aoU p»J of a dewdate and still stonny da;, it bmmi 
the perplexed tnkabitanta wholly at a lost to tmapi^itaA 
the mjvterj of the preceding night. The steward, who 
WIM deepest of ail the domeatics in tkut confidence of hia 
naatet, tectificd to having lighted np the ball with Ins own 
bande — b> having boaid the footslepa of deren penona 
poMdng np the Becret •tain wHcb led to the hall from the 
only door of entrance from withont — to hearing some 
other* loundiDg on the atep with an apparent effort to 
drag or carry up some hearybody — to hearing these last 
pcriona lock the dooi of eotntnce and pit&s iato the hiU. 
1'he ciutom of loclung the door alwaj* devolTed upon the 
thirteenth member, and (he number whJcb had preceded 
him wa« alwaya asccrtaiaed by a reference to a score on 
tlie wall, where every member, as be entered, wae required 
lo ohttlk a croM. 

If Merlin could have conceived the appearaoce of hia 
^utmla to have hveti but a mere conception of Uia fancy, 
the trvidonco of the steward touching the lighting of the 
hall, tho ditftuibancc of the chairs, — which were removed 
friJIi) Ibiiir fonniil jiunitiou, scattered, and some orciturned. 
AM if u number uf pcraonji. had been suddenly removed 
(Voni them, — the fact that the door of entrance, which his 
own hand bud unlocked at eleven o'clock, was now found 
lookud, iind above all, the appearance of thirteen crosses 
to olinlk, recenlly mado iu the accustomed place, nil boro 
toilimODy to the presence of some one, or something, be- 
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id the capacity of the inhahilanta of the Abbey to deny 
or yot ftccouut for. Still the mystery remained insoluble, 
and Btiil the absence of tho blind beggar and liis various 
mesaengers aidod to redouble the perplexity of Merlin. 
At length, late ill tho afternoon of the 1st of January, he 
resolved to go himself in quest of some of the " Wild- 
fires," in order, if possible, to clear np the strange doubts 
^¥hich the whole aflair was involved in. Just as he wo3 
settmg ofif with the intention of making his way to the 
house of Rufus llushton, he encountered one of his miss- 
ing messengers. 

The man appeared before him Jaded and travel-soiled, 
allegiug as the reason of his long delay, that the floods 
hud risen in such force in every part of the country, that 
whole villages had been aw^ away, and that he himself, 
after much peril, bad only escaped with bis life. lie 
bore, howGvei, & miasive fiiom Rushtan, Evidently written 
tho morning of tho Slat of December, which ran as fol- 
lows : — 

" Brother Wildfire, greeting : I cannot, in all allegiance, 
comply with your request. ' The Wildfires ' ore here, 
assembled at my poor mansion of Luciferian reputation, 
and the floods are rising so rapidly on all aides, that I may 
not, without giving the old prophet (may the fiends con- 
found and the saints disown him !) a chance of realizing 
his foil prediction, vonturo forth by boat, horse, or wagon. 
We, in our solemn council of Pandemonium, therefore, 
have concluded to invite yoii to be tho victim of the altar, 
and by exposing your precious life to the risk of drown- 
ing, in order to come hither to us, — save thirteen lives in- 
tact, and only sacrifice ono to the vengeance of the sor- 
cerer. Thus, we trust, his wrath will be appeased, and if 
you die, which in all likelihood you will not, (a mote 

31 
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exalted fale endentlj looming before so notorious a Wild- 
fire a« Reabcn Merlin,) let ns conclude with Scripttm;, 

that it is better one member sbotild perish than ihai tha 
whole body he cast into the waters." 

This facetious ppistle waa signed by one of the member? 
of the club, for Rufua Eushton, who, oa hia own part, 
added a few brief lines to the effect that, as the " Wild- 
fires " were assembled ct his house, to aid him in a certain 
important matter, and the lising of the waters had reo- 
dered the country olmoat impassable for the coach which 
would be necessary to convey a bridal party, it was de- 
sirable that Merliu should take horse and join the club on 
the appointed night at his (Ruahtou's) house- 

" Ride, ride for your lives ! Mount, Gabriel, Thomas, 
and Martin. Mount, all, and follow me ! " shouted the 
master of the Abbey, as he read these letters, and himself 
dashed forward on his perilous road. Through brake and 
fence, over moas and morass, through torrent and river, 
across fords now swelled to cataracts, dashed the headlong 
rider. At length the awelliag floods entirely destroying 
the landmarks which had once guided his way, compelled 
him to halt, and partly by offers of large rewards, and 
partly by desperate threats, he succeeded in ur^ng some 
fishermen, whom he made many circuits to find, to embark 
with him in a boat, and make an cfFort to reach by sea the 
dwelling of Rufua Rushlon, It was a large, solitary man- 
sion, situated on the sea shore, and surrounded by a tract 
of Hat, marshy land. 

I'^or tbe rest of that weary day, and all through the long 
succeeding night, did the rowers ply their oars ; and still, 
when morning dawned, and the exhausted mariners re(\iacd 
any longer to advance, Reuben Merlin gazed over a track- 
k'ss waste of waters. 



tew minutes longer, my men, only a few mlniiteB 
longer ! " cried the eager master, •' and we must reach the 
■pot. SeQ there ! By heavens ! there is the identical 
castle rock, the lighthouse, and giant's eradle, which show 
we are al the very spot ! But in the name of God where 
is the castle, and what has become of the ' Ru5hton arms,' 
the £dds, tocks, and hedges ? 1 sec nothing hut waters ! 
Can the sen have swept over the land, or are we the sub- 
jects of u liidooua phunt;ismagoria ? " 

" Yonder ia nil that we shall ever see of Ihe castle on 
this eaith," replied one of the boatmen, pointing, as he 
spoke, to some few feet of battlcmcnted buildings just 
appearing above the surface of the water, not many rods 
from where they lay ; " and we are now sailing above tho 
castle, tho hotel, fields, rocks, and hedges which you ask for; 
whether those you eame to seek are htnealk or almve as, 
just now, God abnc can tell. But they say that just at 
midnight, botweon the de.ith of the old year and the birth 
of the new, the villagers up there on Solway Craga. hoard 
the shriek of a number of drowning aouls. The sound 
WHS very awful, and rung out for miles over the aea. We 
heard it off away there in our shanties, and it came like 
a cry from the bottomless pit of Scripture. Might it not 
have been the death wail of Master llushlon's new year's 
night party ? " 

" Doubtless ! " murmured the horror-atruck Merlin ; 
"and yet, Hi-iiig or dead^ they kept their word, and did 
meet in that room, December, 31, 17 — , at midnight !" 

Many weeks after this occurrence, the waters subsided 
sufficiently for the magistrates to institute a aearch for the 
bodies of those who perished in the terrible floods of that 
memorable new year's night. The castle had disappeared 
forever. The influx of the sea, combining with that of 
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the Hwelling tides of the land floods, rolled in peacetnl 
tiilcs over the dwelling of Rufos Ktisttton, and sang the 
funeral requiem over CTCTy soal that his roof harbored 

that fatal night. 

But two bodies were erer recovered. The one was an 

old silver-haired man, whose tattered garments were sup- 
posed to bear testimony to the ideality of blind Sandy. 
the beggar. The fact that the body was found ml/i one 
hand cut off, evidently dissevered, by a blow, proved that 
other causes of death had run riot in that terrible house 
on the fetal thirty-first. Clasped tightly to his breast, 
aud etill encircled in the arms of the dead, was a female, 
clothed in while garments ; but the sullen waters which 
had formed her winding sheet had laved away every trace 
of what might have been once fair and lovely, and left no 
proofs, beyond sunniae, that it was Margaret, tlie beautiful 
fairy of the glen, whom few had Men eseept in passing or 
stolen glances, around whom busy tongues had cnwreathcd 
legends of mystery and ideality, from the fame of her 
beauty, the fact of her strange seclusion, and, above all, her 
relatiouslup to [he dreaded prophet, blind Sandy. 

Many years after theae events Mr. Merlin reappeared 
in the neighborhood from foreign lands, where ho had been 
wandering in pursuit of the lore which old India, ruined 
Egj'pt, and philosophic Germany alone could give him. 
The records of "The Wildfire Club," almost its very 
memory, had passed away in the depths of the fearful 
floods which had ingulfed all its members but tliia one, 
and in him, the stern and gloomy ascetic — the scholar of 
strange systeras and unknown lands — none would have 
ever recognized its founder. 

All the wild tales which had grown up out of the fan- 
tastic doings of this association, and especially their awful 
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exit from tlie scene of their orgies, soon came to he rovived 
in tlie person of Ileuben Merlin, when it was found that 
he setualJy set to work to establish a kind of order, or 
sect, one of whoae chief points of doctrine was a firm be- 
lief in the existence of the bouI after dcatli, aad the poisi- 
iilily of Us return to rarth. 

The Merlinitos, aa liia followers were termed, did not 
f^ain many converts ; and, aa hae been before stated, with 
Reuljen Merlin's decease they died oat altogether ; yet 
though their doctrines, and the impalling causes which 
brought the sect into being, are no mare remembered, the 
old Abbey was long the theme of ghostly legends and 
general terror, especially on the last night of the old year, 
when it was said the galleries and hall were brilliantly 
illuminated by no mortal hands, while a revel was held by 
thirteen shadowy forms, who had bound themselves, living 
or dead, to assemble ut midaigiit, at tliat place, un tbo 
last night of every year, till the ages of a mysterious pen- 
ancs for unatoned sin should have passed away. 

There may not be one truly earnest or self-possessed 
mind who puts faith in the legend of the doomed revel- 
lers' assemblage on this night, and yet there are few who 
could be found bold enough to stand by the old pos- 
tern gate at midnight on the Slst^f December, to listen 
to the eleven footsteps ascending the stairs, and the two 
shuffling forward aa if sustaining a heavy weight, while 
the last sound of all, say those " whose f allien hai'e heard 
these sounds," was the grating of the closing lock. — few, 
we say, are found bold enough to test the truth of these 
legends on the night in question ; yet there are many 
who to this day declare, that in the hour which stands, 
like the gate of the tomb, between the earth of the old 
year and the heaven of the new, there is ever heard, far 
31* 
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and wide, over sea and land, throngb hamlet and town, a 
wild shriek, — long, ahrill, heart-rending, like the cry of 
many perishing souls parting in the sndden disruption of 
strong, vigorous life, but seared and fearful couBeiences. The 
mariner far out at sea shivers with a chill keener than the 
biting blast, as he hears the awful cry, while the fisher^ 
man mutters a. prayer, little children crouch beneath their 
mothers' aprons, and- all pious men and women send up a 
ferrent aspiration for peace to the unresting souls of The 
Wildfire Club. 



NOTE. 

" Childrtn and/boU ipfai the troth." 

So aiye an uidfnt prorerb. Apply tht> to the sbUdi'eii of dilUiatlon, 
thfl first bom ofnutiirc, the andcntii — inbUmfllu their Hbnple obedience to 
tbc nuUiaentary prindplea of natural, wd theiefbretnie life,— and yon vlll 
imdejitind why they erer taught In porableB, lA&i is made op of living, 
bnBy, actlTe forme— not of dry esMya and joetsphysical theories ; snd eo 
the moat profbund eentimentB, and the most pbiloaophicai propoaitlona 
Snd their moat comprehCBBlbtG illuBtratlODB in Ilia's llTlDg pictures. The 
parable of the Good Samaritan, though but ■ aimple story,- one which 
wonldnot be out of place inachlld'a Prinier,-"l>rinfB home the true acience 
of lite and happlneaa, irltb a force which Locko and B*coa have failed to 
demODBtrate in all thdr quartoa. If this tie not a anBclDnt apology for the 
profbased lecturer on metaphyslos and mental Bclence generally, atteioptiug 
to llluBtiate oertafn prafonnd and startling rerelattona — even to lifting the 
tremendouB veil which ^adowB the tomb itself— In the unprelendlnggolBe 
of a dnb of aimple atoriea, she haa none other to ofl^. 
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